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PUBLIC AFFAIRS. 


12 —— 


THE Guildhall Banquet was not made the occasion 
of any great deliverance of opinion on the part 
of Ministers. The fact that Mr. GLADSTONE, LorD 
ROSEBERY, S1R WILLIAM HARCOURT, and Mr. MORLEY 
were all absent from the gathering naturally robbed 
it of some of its political importance. But, as a matter 
of fact, it is only at times of excitement in connection 
with foreign affairs that Lord Mayor's Day is used by 
a Prime Minister for serious political demonstrations. 
At present we have no burning questions of this 
kind to deal with. Uganda, as Lorp KIMBERLEY 
made clear, is not a matter of immediate moment, 
and no irrevocable step will be taken with regard to 
it before the meeting of Parliament. Apart from 
this, there is no question affecting our foreign rela- 
tions about which the public mind is agitated at 
present. As for domestic questions, it need hardly 
be said that Ministers donotin the month of November 
reveal the measures which they intend to lay before 
Parliament in the following February. One of the 
most satisfactory features of the evening was the 
proof given by Lorp KIMBERLEY of the success which 
has so far attended Mr. MoRLEY’s policy of concilia- 
tion in Ireland. The “ peace” which Mr. BALFouR 
maintained at the point of the bayonet and by the aid 
of the removable magistrate has been still further im- 
proved upon by Mr. MorLEY without any resort to 
these weapons of Coercion. 


THE Nonconformist Unionist Association is a 
body which is hardly regarded seriously by Noncon- 
formists themselves. Everybody can understand 
how it is that, among men who regard individual 
freedom of thought as the most important of all the 
attributes of humanity, there should be differences of 
opinion on political as well as religious subjects. 
The existence of a body of Nonconformist Unionists 
is not, therefore, surprising. What is surprising is 
the fact that it should be confined to persons who, 
whatever their personal respectability, are, with very 
few exceptions, without weight or standing in their 
owncommunions. Still the Association makes up by 
the strength of its language for the paucity of its 
numbers and the comparijtive obscurity of its member- 
ship. At the Conference Dinner on Thursday it was 
addressed not only by Lorp SAtispury, but by Sir 
HENRY HAVELOCK-ALLAN and COLONEL SAUNDERSON, 
Of the speeches of the two last-named gentlemen we 
need say nothing; for everybody knows in what 
fashion they are in the habit of discussing the 
questions of the hour. Lorp SALISBURY was un- 
usually dull and tame. But by way of compensation 
a letter was read from Mr. CHAMBERLAIN which was 
more than usually bitter and violent. Mr. CHAMBER- 
LAIN, now glorying in his character as a convert to 
Jingoism, abuses Ministers for scuttling out of 
Uganda and for handing over the reins of authority 
in Ireland to the priests. Neither charge is true; 
but then it is very seldom that Mr. CHAMBERLAIN 
condescends to let his theories wait upon his facts. 
On the whole, we cannot congratulate the Noncon- 
formist Unionists on the fare provided for them. 


THE opening sitting of the Evicted Tenants’ Com- 
mission in Dublin was marked by one of those inci- 
dents which we have unfortunately grown to regard 
as almost inevitable in Irish Courts. Mr. CARSON, 





Q.C., the well-known Public Prosecutor under Mr. 
BALFouR’s Coercion Act, attended the Commission 
as the representative of Lorp CLANRICARDE, and put 
forward a claim to be allowed to cross-examine the 
witnesses on behalf of that notorious person. 
The claim, as Mr. CARSON must have known, 
Was a preposterous one, no counsel having a 
right to cross-examine in an inquiry of this 
description. Yet the learned counsel, who fitly 
represents the worst traditions of the dead era of 
legalised Coercion, thought fit to urge his conten- 
tion in a most peremptory and unbecoming fashion. 
Mr. JusTICE MATHEW refused to be browbeaten by 
LorRD CLANRICARDE’S agent, and Mr. Carson then 
so far forgot himself as to address the Commissioners, 
including a very eminent judge, in language which 
was properly stigmatised by Mr. Justice MATHEW 
as impertinent and disgraceful. The withdrawal of 
Mr. CARSON and his colleagues from the Commission 
followed as a matter of course. We do not say that 
this disgraceful scene was part of a preconcerted 
plan to discredit the Commission, but it certainly 
looks uncommonly like it. The Times and the other 
Tory organs have, of course, loudly applauded the 
insolence of the men who thus sought, at the outset, 
to damage a grave inquiry into a matter of urgent 
importance. Happily, however, nobody now esti- 
mates the railings of these organs of Coercion at 
anything but their true value. 


THE triumph of the Democratic cause in the 
United States is surprisingly complete and thoroughly 
satisfactory. Here in England, Lancashire, aided by 
the sophistic instincts of Mr. BALFoUR, may go crazy 
over bimetallism, and Lorp MAsHAM's Fair Trade 
Club (“established on a popular basis”) may “ ex- 
amine the theory that goods are paid for by goods,” 
which is like disputing the law of the conserva- 
tion of energy; but the masses of America, after 
some years’ practical experience of extreme Protec- 
tion, have declared overwhelmingly against it—nay, 
have turned on its leading supporters and defeated 
them in their own homes. PRESIDENT HARRISON, 
who believes it the duty of every country to amass 
as much gold as possible—just as if ADAM SMITH 
had never demolished the mercantile system of 
finance—is beaten in his own state of Indiana; the 
Tribune could not save New York for Mr. REID; 
while Ohio has, for the first time in history, deserted 
her Republican principles in order to defeat that 
Favourite Son of her own whose name has become 
synonymous in many a household with daily dis- 
comfort and hardship. Even Mr. McKINLEY’s own 
district has turned against him; and the dear ljving 
and confused thinking favoured by the Republican 
Party has, it is to be hoped, received its deathblow. 
Much of the result is partly due to the reformed 
ballot system—practically, be it noted, identical 
with our own—which has replaced the fictitious 
secrecy of the old ticket system by the real secrecy 
of an English polling-booth. Protection of some sort 
is not yet overthrown, of course, but, at least, 
McKinleyism is; and the prospect is not seriously 
clouded even by the success of the economic heresies 
of the People’s Party and the chance that it may 
possibly hold the balance in the Senate. 





THE chronic symptoms are reappearing at Suakin. 
Tokar, it may be remembered, was occupied by 
Egyptian troops in January, 1891, and the tribal 
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landowners, who had been guaranteed against 
interference by a proclamation barely two years 
old, were ruthlessly dispossessed. The fertile por- 
tion of the delta has since been parcelled out by the 
Egyptian Government, which exacts the equiva- 
lent of rent from the present holders. The result 
has naturally been to cause discontent, which the 
irrepressible OSMAN DIGNA seems to wish to turn 
to account. Meanwhile, the commander-in-chief 
has posted down to the spot in search of glory, 
and the miserable history of the past, it seems, may 
possibly be repeated. The necessity for an inde- 
pendent inquiry into the state of Egypt and its 
relations with the tribesmen will sooner or later 
become apparent. At present the situation appears 
to be ruled by a narrow military clique at Cairo. 


“ Diversity in Unity” is perhaps the most con- 
cise representation of the ideal of a number of 
would-be reformers of the Established Church. 
“Unity in Diversity " is, on the other hand, the aim 
of the Free Church Congress which has been in 
session at Manchester this week. Organic union 
among the Free Churches, as one speaker said, 
is impossible, except by the reduction of doc- 
trine and worship to a minimum; and it is of 
the small peculiarities of the worship that they 
have known from their youth that the religious 
laity are often most tenacious—whether they are 
Presbyterians or “Immersed Believers,” or old- 
fashioned Evangelicals in the Establishment, with 
strong views on the Papistical character of the 
surplice. So it always has been, from the time when 
Russian monks went to the stake because they would 
not correct their traditional spelling of the Name of 
the Founder of Christianity. And the same con- 
servatism, we fear, must keep up that overlapping 
of different Free Churches in populous districts which 
the Congress very properly condemned. Some decided 
opinions were expressed as to the “ ecclesiastical and 
territorial persecution of Nonconformists,” the neces- 
sity of popular control of elementary schools, and as 
to the iniquity of Erastianism, with which we cordially 
agree. But is it not a little inopportune to talk of 
Erastianism just now after the Lincoln judgment? 
The term is a misnomer, besides, and always was: 
since ERASTUS (whois not identical, as many people 
suppose, with the companion of the Apostle PAvL) 
protested, not against the fixing of doctrine and 
ritual by the State, but against the infliction of 
secular penalties by spiritual authority. 


On Tuesday ample proof was given that the 
question of the taxation of ground values has made 
a very considerable advance. The London County 
Council decided that half the cost, both of the 
approaches to the Tower Bridge and of the new and 
urgently needed thoroughfare from Holborn to the 
Strand, shall be paid—Parliament permitting—out of 
a new tax on ground values all over London, means 
being taken to ensure that the tax shall not be 
shifted on to the already overburdened occupier. This, 
however, can only be effected by a public Bill, which 
the Ministry, therefore, is requested to introduce, or 
at least to facilitate. If, however, this Bill should 
fail in any way, the Council, by agreeing to Mr. 
CosTELLo’s amendment, undertook to include the 
principle of betterment as applied to the areas 
directly affected in its private Bill dealing with the 
improvements. The most urgently needed of the 
pending reforms in local taxation is thus directly 
recommended to the notice of the Government—and 
there is another omnibus to drive through Temple 
Bar next session. 

THe debate brought out the fact that the 
Moderate minority are converted to the theory of 
the taxation of ground values, subject to numerous 
conditions and limitations which effectually prevent 
its realisation in the near future. And, in fact, the 
case isclear enough. It is only seldom the case, outside 





the purely abstractand frictionless world of economics, 
that fresh taxes imposed on the occupier are found to 
make a difference in the rent he pays to his landlord. 
Moreover, why is it more inequitable that the cost 
of the Council Broadway should be partly paid 
by owners all over London than that it should be 
wholly paid by occupiers all over London? The 
benefit to any individual occupier—say in Padding- 
ton or Bow—may be small, and is limited to his 
term of occupation; the benefit to the landowner 
in the same districts may also be small, but at 
least it is permanent, and likely, if anything, to 
increase. 

Tue firm hand of Mr. LIDDERDALE being no 
longer on the helm, the Bank of England is flounder- 
ing. It ought to take adequate measures to protect 
its reserve, and it is not doing so; consequently the 
rate of discount in the open market has fallen to less 
than 2} per cent., and apparently is going lower. 
It is true that the withdrawals of gold have ceased 
for the moment, but how soon they may begin again 
nobody knows. All that is certain is that the 
Russian Government can, if it pleases, take away 
millions; and that, if it should do so, the Bank of 
England would be placed in a very critical position. 
The Bank, however, will not incur the trumpery 
expense to protect itself from this danger, and the 
market apparently is going to pieces—thusinviting the 
Russian as well as other Governments to help them- 
selves. Mr. CLEVELAND'S election as next President of 
the United States has unfavourably affected the silver 
market, the price of the metal falling on Thursday 
to 38} 3d. per ounce. Mr. CLEVELAND is sound on the 
currency as well as upon the tariff question. It 
will be recollected that it was the Republicans who 
carried the Silver Acts which have done so much 
mischief. They go out of office on the 4th of March, 
and it is reasonably to be expected that very soon 
after Mr. CLEVELAND will stop the purchases of 
silver, provided he has a majority in the Senate. If 
he does—if, that is to say, the United States cease 
buying 54 million ounces of the metal every year, 
there must be a heavy fall. Possibly there may be 
a sharp recovery very soon, but it is inevitable that 
there will be at least a temporary fall. All who are 
connected either with the Money or the Stock 
Markets should bear this wellin mind. The silver 
crisis that has been hanging over us so long is 
apparently reaching its acute stage, and many 
interests will be affected. 





Mr. CLEVELAND'S election has also been regarded 
unfavourably by the great operators in New York. 
When the McKinley Tariff goes there will be an un- 
settling of business. Manufacturers will suffer loss, 
and thatislikely tohave a bad influence uponthe Stock 
Exchange. In other departments there has not been 
very much doing this week, except in the market for 
South African gold, diamond, and land shares, which 
have been active and rising. The lock-out in Lanca- 
shire, the sliding-scale dispute in South Wales, the 
reduction of wages going on all over the country, 
and the increase in the number of unemployed are 
all having an unfavourable influence upon every kind 
of home industrial security. On the Continental 
Bourses the great operators are vigorously endeavour- 
ing to keep up prices, and they have succeeded beyond 
all reasonable expectation so far. How soon their 
efforts will break down it would be rash to predict, 
but the influences against them seem irresistible— 
the uncertainty respecting money, the apprehensions 
excited by the action of Russia, the growing financial 
difficulties in Italy, Spain, and Greece, the badness of 
trade, the increase in armaments—are all against 
speculation for the rise, and they are especially so 
because prices upon the Continental Bourses are ex- 
travagantly high. They would be high even if the 
economic conditions in Europe were favourable and 
the political outlook bright, but as matters stand 
they are out of all proportion too high. 
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MINISTERS AND THE OPPOSITION. 





O one can complain of any lack of speech-making 
N this week. Though Mr. Gladstone has been com- 
pelled to keep silent, Ministers were certainly by no 
means reticent at the Guildhall on Wednesday ; whilst 
thetwo leading spirits of the Opposition, Lord Salisbury 
and Mr. Balfour, have contributed liberally to the 
eloquence of the week. Of Lord Salisbury’s contribu- 
tion, it is true, there is not much to be said. His 
speech was dull—unusually dull. Would it be going 
too far to suggest that the Tory leader does not feel 
exactly at home when associated with those respect- 
able but unknown persons who are supposed to 
represent the political “dissidence of Dissent”? Be 
this as it may, we look in vain in the remarks 
he addressed on Thursday to Sir George Chubb 
and his friends for any declaration of importance, 
though he did not, of course, lose the opportunity 
of a sneer at the Guildhall speeches of the pre- 
vious evening. Unlike his uncle, Mr. Balfour had 
to speak before Ministers, and this fact is respon- 
sible for the slightly ridiculous character of some of 
his observations. To talk of a “conspiracy of 
silence” on Tuesday, when on Wednesday the men 
who were supposed to be involved in this conspiracy 
spoke for hours at a stretch in the heart of London, is 
to place oneself in a somewhat absurd light before 
the world. But Mr. Balfour is happily unconscious 
of his own absurdities, even when he is making him- 
self the laughing-stock of every financier and man of 
business in the capital of the world. On Tuesday he 
desisted from his attempts to destroy the commerce 
of Great Britain, and went in for the more congenial 
part of the candid friend of his successful opponents. 
The vein of sub-acid bitterness which flavoured his 
speech will scarcely hurt the subjects of his criticism. 
It is always an annoying thing to have to stand 
before the public as a beaten man, and everybody 
will forgive Mr. Balfour for his manifest failure to 
enjoy that position. Nor will Mr. Morley, we feel 
sure, resent the sneers with which he anticipates 
the appearance of the Home Rule Bill. Mr. Balfour 
promises himself a “ very good time ” when that Bill 


is laid before the House of Commons. May his - 


anticipations be duly fulfilled! He will then, at all 
events, enjoy some compensation for the particularly 
bad time through which he had to pass on that 
memorable evening, not so many months ago, when 
his chef-d’euvre as a statesman—the ridiculous Local 
Government Bill—was killed by the inextinguishable 
laughter of an amazed and delighted House. There 
was only one point in his speech on Tuesday which 
calls for any notice from his critics. It was his refer- 
ence to the proceedings before the Evicted Tenants’ 
Commission on the previous day. When last Mr. Bal- 
four appeared before a political audience it was as the 
champion of law and order. On Tuesday he came 
forward as the assailant of one of the most eminent 
of our judges, and used words far worse in their 
character than those which have secured under his 
régime in Ireland six months’ imprisonment for not 
a few of his political opponents. We are not sorry, 
however, for the exhibition which the discredited 
champion of coercion thus made of himself. The 
man who was at all times, whilst he was in office, 
ready to maintain the sacrosanct character of 
officials of the stamp of Mr. Roche and Mr. Carson, 
Q.C., has done well to let us see how completely his 
high-flown defence of the agents of justice is meant 
to be taken in the Pickwickian sense. Mr. Balfour 
will, doubtless, on some future day, again be in 
office. If he is wise, he will then remember not 
only what he was asa Minister, but what he is as a 

litical free-lance. The memory may save him 

om some of those blunders which are peculiarly 





distasteful to a man of his exquisite sensibility and 
brilliant egotism. 

When we turn from Mr. Balfour’s attack upon 
law and order at Edinburgh to the Guildhall speeches 
we naturally find ourselves breathing a different 
atmosphere. Those who were “the Outs” are now 
“the Ins,” and their business is defence rather than 
attack. The time will come when they also will 
have to take the field, but it will be against heavier 
artillery than that which has been brought to bear 
upon them during the present week. The chief 
purpose of Ministerial speeches on Lord Mayor’s Day 
is not to expound the programme of a session which 
is not yet in sight, but to convey some idea to the 
country of the frame of mind in which the members 
of the Government happen to be at that particular 
moment. It is, of course, disappointing to the ardent 
spirits of the Opposition, and to those not less 
ardent souls in the left wing of the Liberal party, 
of whom our correspondent, Mr. Massingham, may 
be taken as a type, not to have spread before 
them at the Lord Mayor’s table the full list 
of measures which the Cabinet are at this moment 
considering. But the rest of the world is quite 
content to wait until February, and to take at pre- 
sent only the accustomed fare. Lord Kimberley’s 
speech on Wednesday cannot be said to have left 
any ground for complaint as to his undue reticence 
on those points on which it was possible to give 
information. Its most important sentence was that 
in which he set his foot firmly upon the heresies of 
the bimetallist, and gave the City the assurance 
that no tampering with the currency by means of 
which the greatest commercial nation in the world 
conducts its business will be tolerated. His next 
was the guarded allusion to Uganda, which made 
two points clear: first, that the late Government 
have so far committed this country to continued 
dominance in Uganda that it would be extremely 
difficult, if not impossible, to carry out evacuation ; 
and, next, that Ministers have not as yet taken any 
step which will make evacuation inevitable. There 
are questions on which, as we know, it is Parliament 
and the country, not the Government, which must 
decide. Never was this fact made more clearly 
apparent than in 1876, when public opinion reversed 
the policy of a powerful Tory Government, and drove 
Lord Beaconsfield into a line of action which he 
abhorred with all his soul. We do not recall this 
instance because there is anything in existing con- 
ditions like it, but only to remind Lord Salisbury 
and his friends who are indulging in foolish 
railings at the “ weakness ” of Ministers in allowing 
themselves to be guided to some extent in their 
action by the opinion of the nation that it is in a 
Tory Government that we have seen this weakness 
exhibited in its extremest form. For our part, we 
are content to wait for that full information which is 
promised us on the question of Uganda—and which, 
it is to be hoped, will come in the shape of something 
more useful than the random harangues of Captain 
Lugard—before entering into an exhaustive discus- 
sion of the question. In the meantime Lord Kim- 
berley’s declarations make it clear that when 
Parliament meets it will not find Ministers com- 
mitted by any irreversible decision with regard to 
this thorny question. 

Did anyone, we wonder, imagine that the Guild- 
hall was to be made on Wednesday the scene of 
a declaration that a wholesale amnesty had been 

nted to the dynamite prisoners? The notion 
would have been laughable but for the fact that the 
most extravagant rumours on this subject seem to 
find acceptance in certain quarters. We need hardly 
say that the present is not the time, nor are the 
Ministers now in power the men, to take a step which 
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would look fatally like yielding to the pressure of a 
section of their political supporters. The time is 
coming, in the natural order of things, when the sent- 
ences on the dynamite prisoners will have, by the 
rules of the Home Office, to be considered by the 
Secretary of State. But this fact certainly does not 
imply anything like a general remission of those 
sentences ; and the attempts which have been made 
by the 7'imes and other journals to create a panic on 
the subject are as unfounded as they are absurd. If 
it can be shown that in any case a man has been 
wrongfully convicted, or if grave suspicion exists as 
to his guilt in the minds of the authorities, it will, of 
course, be the duty of the Home Secretary carefully 
to consider his case in the light of any evidence 
that can be adduced on his behalf. But this applies 
to all classes of prisoners, without regard to the 
character of their offences. Mr. Gladstone and his 
colleagues are just as well able as any other body 
of men to draw the line between liberal concession 
to rational popular opinion and the yielding up of 
their duties as the representatives of law and 
national security. 








THE BULLY THRASHED. 





PROBABLY some people were puzzled as they 
read the report of the first day’s proceedings 
before the Evicted Tenants’ Commission, and the com- 
ments made thereon in the press and on the platform. 
Mr. Justice Mathew is a judge who is not accus- 
tomed to be trifled with; and yet his rulings are 
disregarded by counsel, he is abused to his face 
and behind his back, and no one is apparently 
a penny the worse. The key to the situation 
is, however, easy to find. A Royal or Viceregal 
Commission has no power to commit for con- 
tempt of court. This explains everything. It ex- 
plains the insolent letter of Lord Clanricarde, with 
the characteristic whine about his “ low-let land ”— 
a phrase which recalls advertisements in the daily 
papers from persons who lend their money “on 
moderate terms.” It explains the conduct of Mr. 
Carson. It explains the comments of the Times. It 
explains how “ brave Mr. Balfour ”’ was not afraid to 
express his “ pain and disgust.” These critics have 
doubtless all been advised that they need have no 
fear for their personal liberty—and so they are very 
bold. Abusing a judge who cannot defend himself 
is like hypothetical rebellion, an occupation precisely 
suited to the temper and courage of our opponents. 
The Special Commission—as the Warden of Merton 
perhaps remembers—was armed by statute with 
the powers of the High Court of Justice. But this 
Commission (like ordinary Royal Commissions) is 
one which Mr. Brodrick need not be afraid of. He, 
or the editor of the Times, or anyone, may compare 
Mr. Justice Mathew to the Whitechapel murderer 
without having anything to fear except through the 
tedious procedure of the law of libel. Baiting Mr. 
Justice Mathew will therefore probably be the 
favourite Tory sport this Christmastide. He may even 
take the place of the policeman at the pantomime. 
But will serious people really approve of this 
amusement? What will they think of the language 
and demeanour of Mr. Edward Carson, Q.C., Member 
for Dublin University, Solicitor-General in the late 
Conservative Ministry? During the last short 
session of Parliament people asked who was the new 
man on the Treasury bench, who seemed to take his 
resence there as a joke—as, indeed, he well might. 
t was Mr. Carson, the latest of the long line of 
Irishmen who have attained legal position by success 
as Crown prosecutors. In Ireland almost every 





prosecution is what is known in England as a 
Treasury prosecution. In every county there is a 
Crown Solicitor and a Sessional Crown Solicitor— 
both irremovable. For every assize town there is a 
Crown Prosecutor and a Junior Crown Prosecutor. 
And there are, besides, special Crown Prosecutors 
sent down in important cases. The business of 
these gentlemen is to obtain as many convictions as 
possible, and a very large part of the distrust of the 
law in Ireland is due to the way in which prosecuting 
counsel habitually strain the law against prisoners. 
Last May Sir Henry James advocated on this very 
ground the exclusion of Ireland from the Bill pro- 
posing to allow prisoners to give evidence and to be 
cross-examined. “In England,” he said, “it was 
felt that advocacy was not so determined as it 
was in Ireland. (Laughter and cheers.) Hon. 
members might laugh, but they could not help 
noticing that the cross-examination of witnesses was 
different in Ireland from what it was in England.” 
It was this peculiar process, in which he has 
acquired some skill during his practice before 
resident magistrates, which Mr. Carson claimed the 
“right” to apply to Lord Clanricarde’s tenants. 
Solely because he was not allowed to do so, he left, 
saying that the proceedings were “a farce and 
a sham.” A man of ordinary education ought 
to know (even though Lord Salisbury pretends 
not to) that Royal Commissions do not usually 
allow counsel to cross-examine. Mr. Justice Day 
adopted exactly the same course at Belfast which 
Mr. Justice Mathew followed at Dublin. He said 
that counsel might hand up their questions in writing, 
and if the questions were proper questions they 
would be put to the witness by a member of the 
Commission. We cannot recall any case in which a 
Royal Commission has followed any other rule. The 
reason for this is obvious. Cross-examination may 
be abused. Ina court of law its abuse is checked 
by the power to commit for putting an improper 
question; but as‘Commissioners cannot punish for 
putting an improper question, they must see the 
question in writing before it is put. If Mr. Carson 
could not exercise his powers under these limitations, 
the Commissioners are well rid of him. And if Mr. 
O’Brien, who has so often suffered from Mr. Carson, 
reminded him as he retired, with the language of a 
beaten bully on his lips, that he was not now in a 
Coercion Court, Mr. O’Brien’s conduct was irregular, 
but not altogether inexcusable. 

On this incident the Times grounds an attack 
upon the Commissioners which alike for virulence 
and ignorance has rarely been equalled. It attacks 
them because they allow the proceedings to be 
published from day to day, though the Labour Com- 
mission does precisely the same. It attacks them 
because they did not “invite” the witnesses to give 
their testimony on oath, though such an invitation 
would have been entirely illegal. But really it is 
hardly necessary to answer an article which would 
never have been penned about any court which could 
issue an attachment against the editor of the Times. 

The dignified rebuke of the Master of the Rolls 
at the Lord Mayor’s Banquet should be a sufficient 
answer to those who suggest that Mr. Justice 
Mathew has done anything or is likely to do any- 
thing unworthy of the traditions of the English 
Bench. 








THE MEANING OF THE COMMISSION, 
W* have said what we have to say above as to 
/ the conduct of the organised gang of bullies 
who are striving to browbeat and discredit the 
Evicted Tenants’ Commission. These, at all events, 
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are not enemies to be feared. But there is possible 
danger from the fact that many members of the 
public hardly yet realise the character and object of 
the Commission. It is not a judicial Commission ; 
it is not a law-court; it is not a tribunal for the 
trial of either Irish landlords, Irish tenants, or Irish 
members of Parliament. It isa Government Commis- 
sion pure and simple,appointed bya Governmenttodoa 
specific thing, namely, to “ find a way out of a practical 
difficulty.”” There exists in [reland a certain number 
of evicted tenants, evicted in the course of struggles 


' which have won legislative benefits for their fellow- 


tenants by which they, on account of their eviction, 
have been unable to profit. Their position, in which 
they are kept by the operation of landlord combina- 
tions, is an obstacle to tranquillity and good-feeling 
in the country; and it has been deemed by the 
Liberal Administration which is now happily in 
power an act of good government as well as of 
justice to restore these tenants to their holdings, 
and to enable them to enjoy the legislative rights 
from which they have been shut out. ‘To discover 
the smoothest, most expeditious, and most equitable 
method by which this purpose can be effected is the 
real business of the Commission. Men with a practical 
knowledge of Irish land have been appointed that 
they may bring the skill of experts to bear upon this 
matter, and an English judge has been named their 
president as a guarantee that justice and equity 
must govern their recommendations. This, then, 
being the business of the Commission, all “ recrimina- 
tory scuffles and barren skirmishes,” to quote again 
from that letter of Mr. Morley’s which puts the 
whole case in a nutshell, are as irrelevant as they 
are obstructive. The claim of lawyers to cross- 
exainine witnesses—a right they do not exercise 
even before roving Royal Commissions—is a piece 
of preposterous impudence, and any scope the 
Commission chooses to give to legal practitioners, 
or to gentlemen from any side whose object is merely 
to score party capital, is given out of its good-nature. 
Indeed, the only fault we have to find with the Com- 
mission is that its procedure so far seems to offer 
rather too much scope of this kind; and if Mr. 
Justice Mathew thinks he can get on better without 
the aid of the lawyers and the Press, we would 
advise him to close his doors and study the question in 
camera. It is not by what is daily reported from its 
sittings, but by the practical recommendations it will 
make when its sittings are over, that the Commission 
will be judged. What public opinion in Great Britain, 
as well as in Ireland, wants to be told is not so much 
what a tyrant and enemy of social order Lord 
Clanricarde is, as how the Commission thinks the 
mischief he has wrought can best be undone and 
the social order he has disturbed restored. We 
know by this time a good deal about Lord Clan- 
ricarde. He has been discussed in Parliament, in 
the Press, and on the platforms in this country for the 
past seven years. We know that a Tory Chief 
Secretary, Sir Michael Hicks-Beach, condemned him, 
and strove to curb him in vain; we know that the 
very Times repudiated him, and declared his “ devil’s- 
work”’ a disgrace to civilisation; we know that the 
manner in which he exercises his irresponsible power 
is an anachronism for a parallel to which we should 
have to go back to the Dark Ages. All this is 
common knowledge. The thing which the Liberal 
Government wants to learn—and it is for that it has 
appointed this Commission—is a short way of dealing 
with Lord Clanricarde and his sort, and of causing 
civilisation to prevail again in those spots in Ireland 
which they have blighted with their misdeeds. 

It is time that all whom it concerns should realise 
that the British democracy, who are represented 
by the Government now in power, are determined to 








stand no nonsense from Irish landlords of this type 
any more than from their privileged backers in 
England, and that they are prepared to apply to the 
recalcitrancy of those of them who may choose to 
stand out against peace and reason as drastic and as 
high a hand as the Coercion Government, whose 
policy they are come to reverse, was wont to use 
when it was a question of suppressing popular 
rights. The proceedings of such landlords they 
hold io be a public nuisance and a public danger, 
an obstruction to progress and a menace to tran- 
quillity, and they are ready to see them treated 
as such. Nothing revolutionary or out of the way 
will be necessary. The powers with which a railway 
company when it gets a concession is enabled to deal 
with an obstructive proprietor will be quite sufficient 
to meet the case. Nor need Parliament be asked for 
any money. It will be enough to set aside from the 
funds of the Purchase Commission the wherewithal 
to compulsorily purchase a schedule of obstinate 
estates, with perhaps the means of making a loan to 
the tenants in certain cases to enable them to start 
their deteriorated farms anew as going concerns. It 
will be a much simpler and smaller question, if boldly 
faced, than may be generally supposed ; the more so 
as, when the determination of the Evicted Tenants’ 
Commission to allow no trifling or squeamish 
pedantry to interfere with the tasks of statesman- 
ship becomes apparent, we believe there will not be 
more than half a dozen, possibly not more than one, 
landlord on the schedule. The others will have been 
very well pleased to make the peace with good-will. 








CLEVELAND PRESIDENT. 





\ PR. CLEVELAND has been elected President 
1! of the United States, and the party of 
McKinleyism and selfish interests has suffered 
ignominious rout. Another wave of reaction 
against ultra-Protection and extravagant adminis- 
tration, like that which swept over the country two 
years ago, has made a wreck of the Republican 


Party. Not since the election of Lincoln in 1860 


has America seen such a splendid victory for reform ; 
and, happier than Lincoln, Mr. Cleveland has a major- 
ity of both the electoral and the popular votes. The 
fickle pivotal state of New York is his by a majority 
of 42,000. He has secured the populous state of 
Illinois, which sends the third largest number of 
votes to the Electoral College. California, erst- 
while regarded as a safe Republican stronghold, as a 
protest against the depression of its canning industries 
by McKinleyism, has swung round to Mr. Cleveland. 
President Harrison has been unable even to hold 
his own state of Indiana; Ohio has cast out Mr. 
McKinley, and other doubtful states have swollen 
the Democratic gains until Mr. Cleveland has two 
electoral votes to every one scored by his rival. 
Chiefly, this triumph means a popular revolt 
against tariff oppression ; against the system of in- 
direct taxation pursued by the Republicans in the 
interest of the wealthy manufacturing classes. 
Two years ago McKinleyism was emphatically 
condemued, when a majority of 147 Democrats 
were sent to the House of Representatives. The 
Republicans, in dire fear, adopted the most desperate 
methods to mislead and cajole the electors. Bogus 
statistics to prove that McKinleyism had had a 
beneficent effect on national trade were circulated. 
Reports were issued to prove such impossibilities 
as that the marvellous Tariff Act bad at one and 
the same time increased the price of farm produce 
for the farmers and lowered the prices of food for 
the working classes. Extracts were published from 


+ 


. 
al 





















apenas 


“eh ee te qe Oe ER! er were 6 


ECA TEE 








576 THE SPEAKER. 





[November 12, 1892. 





imaginary English newspapers to demonstrate that 
Free Trade meant prosperity to England and ruin to 
American trade. But all the lies and trickery of Pro- 
tectionism failed to blind the people to the facts which 
their daily life made clear, that industries were 

ralysed, and the necessaries of life made dearer by 
McKinleyism. Tariff iniquities consolidated the 
Democrats, and sent many Republicans over to the 
side of tariff reform. Not that the opposition to the 
Harrison Administration began and ended with 
McKinleyism. Its whole policy has been condemned. 
Mr. Harrison maintained the immoral and corrupt- 
ing doctrine that “to the victors belong the spoils,” 
and quartered incompetent party hacks on the 
public service. The extension of the Pension Depart- 
ment as a corrupt election bureau, and other extrava- 
gances, dissipated the surplus and threatened the 
country with a deficit. His Administration was 
thoroughly bad. 

The next important element which has sent Mr. 
Cleveland for the second time to the White House is 
the operation of the Ballot Acts. Out of the forty- 
four States, thirty-five have adopted Ballot Reform 
Acts. The reform in some cases is far from thorough, 
and the protection it ensures is very incomplete, but 
this was the first Presidential election in which 
there had been any attempt at secret voting. As 
elections everywhere have shown, a secret ballot 
favours the Reform Party. The part played by 
the People’s Party, or the Farmers’ Alliance, has 
also been important. These “ Populists ” threatened 
at one time to hold the balance between the two 
national parties, and give over the election of 
President to the House of Representatives; but 
their fusion with the Democrats in the West 
won States from the Republicans, while their 
alliances with the Republicans in the South made 
no impression on the Democratic position. And 
the Democrats undoubtedly played their cards 
skilfully. Four years ago Mr. Cleveland was 
ahead of his party on the Tariff question. On this 
occasion he disavowed absolute Free Trade proclivi- 
ties. His party in the House of Representatives 
and at the Chicago Convention boldly took up the 
logical and Radical attitude, and declared for Free 
Trade. Mr. Cleveland himself, in accepting the 
nomination, cautiously narrowed the issue to what is 
vaguely known as Tariff Reform. The Vice-Presi- 
dential candidate swallowed the official programme 
without demur; so that between them Mr. Cleveland 
and Mr. Stevenson united all sections of the anti- 
high-tariff party. 

During his last tenure of office Mr. Cleveland 
was handicapped by having the Legislature against 
him. Now the Executive and the Legislature will 
be in harmony. The House of Representatives 
remains Democratic by a majority of more than 100, 
and in March next, should the People’s Party re- 
main allied with the Democrats, the Senate will agree 
with the House. There is thus an excellent opportunity 
for reform. We need not expect any sweeping revision 
of the tariff, but an instant attack upon it may 
be looked for as soon as the new Administration 
is formed. Duties will be lowered where most 
oppressive, the iniquitous bounty system abolished, 
and wool and other raw material placed in the 
free list. The Civil Service will be pulled out of the 
rut of party politics; a drag will be put on the 
aggressions of plutocracy; an effort will be made to 
purify political life and to ensure honest administra- 
tion—to carry out Mr. Cleveland’s maxim that 
“public office is a public trust.” Mr. Cleveland’s 
victory’ is an encouragement and a good omen 
for the people of France, Germany, and other 
ebuntries who are suffering from the evils of Protec- 





Tories who, with encouragement from Lord Salisbury, 
have been suggesting retaliation and trying to revive 
Protectionist heresies. 








THE ASS AT LARGE. 





“ RITE me down an ass,” quoth Master Dog- 

berry, anxious that the world should lie 
under no shadow of doubt as to his rank and calling 
in the order of Nature; and more than one good 
man of late seems to have been smitten by the noble 
example, and to have done his best to copy it. 
Within these last few days there has been quite a 
rush of those who have sought in the face of high 
heaven and of their fellow-men to be written down 
asses beyond cavil or dispute. Here, for example, is 
the excellent gentleman who figures in the Gazette 
as Sir Lepel Griffin, with half the letters of the 
alphabet behind his name, who now, in his regard 
for the truth, takes pains to add three others to 
their number. It is, need we say, in a letter to the 
Times that Sir Lepel seeks to accomplish this by no 
means impossible feat. The last time we heard of 
this ingenious person was when he returned from a 
brief trip to New York, and forthwith set out under 
his own name those views and impressions of the 
Great Republic which one naturally looks for from 
the bright intelligence of the personally conducted 
Cockney on his travels. Now it is Mr. Gladstone 
and “ his sot-disant Government” (shade of this so- 
called nineteenth century!) over whom he brays in 
right masterful fashion. What it is all about is not 
quite clear; but it is only fair to Sir Lepel to bear 
in mind the fact that the signification of an ass’s 
bray is not always to be ascertained. It has some- 
thing to do with dynamite, of which the valiant 
Griffin seems strangely afeared; something, also, 
there is about the way in which Mr. Gladstone (at 
whom every ass is surely free to bray) is “ prosti- 
tuting English political honour.” There is, too, a 
faint indication that Sir Lepel believes that the pre- 
sent Government only “ falsely pretends to represent ” 
the nation, and a prayer worthy of Master Dogberry 
himself that the Cabinet “ may soon be swept into 
the limbo of forgotten rubbish.” These are but a 
few of the gems of eloquence extracted from a bray 
which stretches over half a column of the Times. 
They are, however, fitting samples of the whole, 
and effectually enable the gallant Griffin to gain his 
desire, as Dogberry did of old. Yet one cannot but 
feel sorry for the friends and associates of this par- 
ticular specimen of his order. Surely there is some 
muzzle that might be clapped about his jaws when 
next he essays to roar. 

And here comes the brave Colonel Saunderson, 
champion of law and order, when the safety of his 
own precious person is guarded by a posse of police, 
and of loyalty, when it means something in his own 
pocket and in that of his friends. Colonel Saunderson, 
whose genial note has so often deafened the ears of 
the House of Commons, has enjoyed an opportunity 
of making known his true character to the people 
of Glasgow. Mr. Morley, we learn from this par- 
ticular example of the braying brotherhood, has 
allied himself with a “criminal conspiracy,” has 
appointed a packed commission, and is “a traitor.” 
Were it not that Colonel Saunderson in his private 
hours, when unseen by the gallery to which he plays 
so strenuously, would gratefully accept an invitation 
to dinner from this same traitor, and conduct him- 
self quite like an ordinary person in his society, we 
might be tempted to think that he really believed 
what he was saying. But, as things are, we must 


fin, and is acrushing blow to the section of the | regretfully accept these utterances from the gallant 
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officer as evidence of the strange desire that animates 
Dogberry’s descendants to share Dogberry’s fate. 

These be asses pure and simple, and it is well 
that once and again they should give the world a taste 
of their quality. Nor is there any chance of men 
being misled by them, for, as history tells us, even 
when clad in the skin of a nobler beast, the voice of 
this quadruped doth always betray him; nay, so far 
is this quality of his rooted in the very substance of 
his nature, that, though he stand upon his hind-legs 
and assume the outward form of man, his secret 
waits but till he opes his mouth in order to be made 
plain to all. But, alas! the converse of this truth 
holds not good. The lion’s skin may not hide the 
ass, yet may the lion himself at times effectually dis- 
guise his greater nature beneath the hide of his 
humble fellow. It is the old lion of Germany, 
the most puissant, most noble, most mighty and 
illustrious Prince Bismarck, who has thus for 
once stooped from his own estate and caused the 
world to write him down an ass. It may all 
be read in the Leipziger Nachrichten of eight 
days ago, and sad, indeed, it is to find it 
there. There was a time, and not so long ago, 
when the roar of the Prince-Chancellor could shake 
Europe from end to end, and make the hearts of 
millions quake. And now the world listens with 
puzzled ears to the discordant bray, and begins to 
wonder if its lion was a lion after all. For what 
strange thing is this which Bismarck, in his Dogberry 
vein, emits? Naught else than the declaration that 
the gold of England floods the newspaper offices of 
the Continent, and that the press-writers of Ger- 
many are bribed by British statesmen to deny their 
country. Itis the cash of perfidious Albion which 
sways the ready pens of Berlin and Vienna. It is 
the English Foreign Office which offers something 
better than his accustomed “dish of carrots” to 
the newsman who nowadays moulds the policy of 
Continental States. It must be true, for hath not 
Bismarck said it? and can Bismarck lie or delude 
himself with the feverish fancies which cloud weaker 
brains? Yea, have we not here the saddest, most 
appalling of object-lessons ? Who would have dreamt 
that a Bismarck could ever sink himself to the level 
of a Dogberry, a Griffin, or a Saunderson? Yet, 
seemingly, when once a man is bent upon proclaim- 
ing himself to the world at large an ass, naught can 
hinder him from doing so; and thus our great ex- 
Chancellor to-day takes rank among the asses at 
large. 








THE STRANDING OF H.M.S. HOWE. 





N accident to one of our ships of war is a serious 
matter, apart from all question of the expendi- 

ture involved. It is absolutely necessary that the 
nation should have full confidence in the navy, on 
which alone the integrity of the Empire and the 
very existence of the home population will depend in 
the event of war. Every accident, however trifling, 
tends to shake that confidence, and to suggest in- 
ferences alike wild and unjust. The persons who 
advocate an increase of the army or the fortifica- 
tion of London are in the habit of enlarging 
upon the uncertainty which hangs over all naval 
operations. Th® change from sails to steam, from 
wood to steel, from the 24-pounder to the long 
breech-loading gun, has, we are constantly told, 
rendered the potency of the British navy a matter of 
doubt or of chance. In addition, as Lord Wolseley 
has lately reminded us, “vessels at sea are exposed 
to storms and great dangers which have to be taken 
into account.” Changes of matériel, however, affect 
all navies alike, and even the dangers of the sea 








are not monopolised by British ships. Every 
condition which brought victory in the past remains 
unchanged to-day, and the circumstances which tend 
to produce and maintain Sea Power are untouched 
by scientific progress. Machinery does not, and 
never will, decide the issue of war, either on 
sea or on land. The causes which gave victory 
to the French in 1806, and which explain the 
triumphs of the Germans in 1870-1, were, in their 
essence, the same. Moreover, to the utter disasters 
which have frequently overtaken military forces, 
fleets are not liable. Even the Nile was not so 
complete a catastrophe as either Ulm or Sedan. 

In estimating the true significance of such an 
accident as has occurred to H.M.S. Howe, many 
facts must be taken into consideration. The 
number of British ships of war constantly at sea 
is enormously greater than that of the vessels of 
any other Power, and our ships not merely navigate 
waters which the foreigner does not enter, but they 
are accustomed to dispense with pilots. When, for 
example, H.M.S. Warspite grounded recently in the 
North Pacific, she was navigating little-known 
waters where the vessels of other Powers would 
certainly not be found in time of peace. A 
French squadron entering Ferrol on a_ three- 
quarter flood tide would have been duly pro- 
vided with local pilots intimately acquainted 
with the channel. British officers navigate their 
own ships all over the world, and the power thus 
acquired is well worth the risks run. To enter 
Ferrol under the circumstances was _ perfectly 
practicable; but the difficulty was considerable. 
The outer harbour or approach is about two miles 
in length, forming a narrow channel for about one 
and a quarter mileé. At the entrance to the inner 
harbour, between Points Bispon and Redondo, this 
channel narrows to about two hundred yards. On 
the right lies the Palma shoal, on the left the reef on 
which the Howe now lies. In entering, it is necessary 
to turn to starboard after rounding the shoal. The 
exact cause of the accident is at present unknown, 
but it seems probable that the Howe may have 
given too wide a berth .to the Palma shoal, 
and then, in order to avoid the reef on her 
port side, turned sharply to starboard. This 
would place her obliquely to the tide, which may 
have set her on to the reef where she struck. The 
vessel does not seem to have borne a high character 
in the squadron for steering qualities, and this 
narrow channel with its rather awkward turn 
would certainly search out any weakness of this 
nature. The wonderful ease with which these 
stupendous masses of iron are now handled en- 
courages liberties which would never have been 
taken in sailing days. The difficult mancuvre 
is accomplished with safety a hundred times. 
It is inevitable that the risk should be forgotten. 
On this very occasion the Royal Sovereign and 
the Anson, the former considerably larger than 
the Howe, seem to have made the passage in 
security. > 

The latest information affords every hope that 
the ship will be saved, even though her inner bottom 
has been pierced and two compartments filled. The 
sheltered position in which she lies and her 
structural strength fre greatly in her favour. In 
any case, the cost of repairs will be considerable, 
and the opportunity might well be taken to 
ascertain the shortest time in which they can be 
completed. In war, the power of quickly carrying 
out repairs will be a factor of supreme import- 
ance. Pending the inquiry which must take place, 
it should be remembered that where a direct 
comparison between the handling of Her Majesty’s 
ships and that of the great steamship lines is 
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possible, the former have nothing to fear. About 
the year 1867 the five great transports were afloat. 
They have carried many thousands of troops across 
the world without any serious mishap, and they are 


still in full efficiency. The commanders and officers | 


of the Orient, or the Peninsula and Oriental Com- 
pany, remain for long periods in charge of their 
ships, acquiring an intimate knowledge of their 
routes. Many hundreds of officers have navigated 
the naval transports. If any special lesson may be 
learned from the stranding of the Hove, it is the un- 
desirability of perpetuating monster ships. Smaller 
craft run far less risk of this nature, have many 
more docks at their disposal, are more easily and 
quickly repaired, and, it lost, deduct less from the 
fighting strength of a navy. 








THE THIRSK ACCIDENT. 





NVHE Board of Trade inquiry into the Thirsk 
accident has been adjourned until Ewart, the 
driver of the express, may be able to give evidence, 
but it would seem that all the important facts are 
already known. The simple story of the signalman, 
told with such straightforwardness and such freedom 
from any tone of personal complaint as to command 
the sympathy of everyone, leaves little room for 
a serious conflict of evidence. The question of in- 
dividual responsibility, indeed, must remain open. 
But there is some advantage in considering, while 
the tragic interest of the calamity is fresh, how 
the evidence, even if not strictly complete, bears 
upon the question of public safety. 

As we observed last week, the mere limitation of 
the hours of labour will not save us from such 
accidents. With a ten-hours day, or even an eight- 
hours day, men will occasionally find themselves, 
like Holmes, not “‘in fettle”’ for their work. Never- 
theless Mr. Channing is right in using the case as 
an illustration of the evils which he is labouring to 
remedy. Nearly four hours before the time for 
entering his box a signalman asks to be relieved, 
saying he does not think himself fit for duty; yet 
it appears that on this great railway not a man 
can be found to put in his place. Nobody ‘is 
sent to help him, or even to stay with him through 
the night, or even to look in upon him. In the 
York district of the North-Eastern there are 356 
signalmen, of whom seventeen are relief men. The 
traffic inspector says that it is a sufficient percentage 
in ordinary circumstances. It seems to us a peril- 
ously small percentage. On the very day of the 
accident the services of five out of the seventeen 
were needed, because a bridge had been washed down 
at Templehurst. Some other mishap elsewhere, or 
a diversion of traffic owing to the construction 
of new works, may well have absorbed the other 
twelve, leaving not a man available in the prob- 
able event of several regular signalmen being 
unfit for their duty. The accident has brought 
to light the inability of the Company to fill Holmes’s 
place. We should not have heard of it if the express 
had got safely through. But it cannot be a solitary 
ease. According to the statements made at a meet- 
ing of North-Eastern signalmen, held at York the 
other day, it is not even a rare case. If that is true, 
our old belief that an express train is the safest 
place in the world receives a rude shock. Into 
Mr. Acworth’s pleasant picture of “every signal- 
man all down the line on the qui vive” comes the 
disturbing figure of a signalman asleep. Railway 
directors must restore our feeling of confidence, and 
they can do so at a cost which will be slight com- 
pared to the cost of the Thirsk accident. The pro- 





posal which Mr. Romanes makes in the Times, and 
which, in case of need, he would carry out by 
legislation, that signalmen should never be left 
alone, appears to us to go a long way beyond the 
necessity of the case. No such heroic remedy is 
called for. But the companies must increase their 
staff if they would avert a demand which would 
make them double it. Signalmen fall ill like other 
men, and have affliction in their homes. It will not 
do for a great company to say, when the need comes, 
that they have only seventeen relief men, and that 
these are all engaged elsewhere. 

The accident, however, points to other safe- 
guards than a mere increase of the staff. It has 
been spoken of as an accident which is not likely to 
occur often. A signalman may fall asleep, and do 
no other harm than delay the traftic; Holmes fell 
asleep and woke up forgetful. But curiously enough, 
in his eulogy of English railways which we have 
already quoted, Mr. Acworth puts, as a case that has 
actually occurred from time to time, almost the very 
case of Holmes. And he shows that the ingenuity of 
inventors has provided for it. If the Sykes Electric 
Block system had been adopted on the North- 
Eastern, the Manor House signalman, with the goods 
train standing where it was, could not have given the 
“line clear” signal back, so as to allow the Ottering- 
ton signalman to send on the second part of the 
express. When Mr. Acworth wrote, the Sykes 
system was in use on the London, Chatham and 
Dover. It has since been adopted on the South- 
Eastern, and is being adopted on the London, 
Brighton and South Coast. We shall be interested 
to know if there is any obstacle, whether on the 
ground of excessive cost or otherwise, against the 
general adoption of this system, or of one equally 
efficacious. On the North-Eastern there appears 
to be a special need for some such safeguard. 
The company has a large mineral traffic. Great 
pressure, it is said, is put upon signalmen to 
get the traffic through. A margin of fifteen minutes 
was considered sufficient at Thirsk to insert a 
goods train between the two portions of an express. 
If things must be cut so fine as this, then not an 
available precaution should be omitted. In the 
last resort, no doubt, our safety depends on human 
watchfulness and skill; but let us extend our first 
line of defence as far as we can. On these and 
several other points which the Thirsk accident raises 
—such as the advisability of linking Pullman cars 
to lighter carriages—Major Marindin’s report should 
throw much light; and we do not doubt that the 
North-Eastern Company, which in many respects 
has a good reputation, will be ready to give effect to 
his recommendations. 








THE COTTON LOCK-OUT. 





A’ arbitration has been refused, it appears prob- 
able that the lock-out in the spinning branch 
of the cotton industry must continue and probably 
must assume even larger dimensions. In the middle 
of this week the total number of operatives thrown 
out of work was estimated at about 44,000, about 
14,000,000 spindles being stopped: while about 
26,000,000 continued working. he dispute is 
immediately between the Federation and those em- 
ployed by them ; but there seems to be a tendency 
amongst employers not belonging to the Federation 
to support the latter; pressure, indeed, is being put 
upon them to do so, and it is quite possible that 
before long the lock-out may assume even larger 
proportions. . It is difficult for an impartial out- 
sider to understand why the dispute should be 
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allowed to come to this point. Both parties are 
agreed that the trade is in a bad way, that profits, 
even under the most favourable circumstances, are 
very small, and that in the majority of cases they 
tend to disappear. Both sides, therefore, admit 
that a remedy of some kind is required. The remedy 
proposed by the employers is a reduction of 5 per 
cent. in wages. To this, however, the operatives 
object on the ground that if the proposal were 
accepted it would simply allow of prices being 
lowered, and thus would lead in a very short time to 
keener competition and probably to a worse state of 
things. The operatives, therefore, propose instead 
of a reduction of wages the adoption of short time. 
But the employers reply that that would have only a 
temporary effect, that it would allow, no doubt, of 
existing stocks being gradually disposed of, but 
that as soon as full time were again restored the 
glut would recommence. There is some force in the 
rejoinder, but it is not convincing. Since it has 
been admitted by both parties that production has 
outgrown consumption it seems reasonable that 
the former should be restricted. However, in their 
present temper the employers will not admit that, 
and we can only hope that the pressure of public 
opinion will gradually induce both sides to adopt a 
more conciliatory attitude. 

The depression of the trade is mainly due to two 
causes: the crisis through which the world has been 
passing for the past two years, und the imposition 
of high protective duties in so many countries. 
Roughly, it may be said that the number of spindles 
in this country is equal to the number in all the 
rest of the world—at all events, in all the other 
important countries of the world. Practically, there- 
fore, the capacity of this country to turn out cotton 
yarn is equal to that of all the rest of the world; 
and as our machinery is more efficient than foreign 
machinery, as our workpeople are more skilful, and 
as our capital is larger and more mobile, our manu- 
facturers are able to produce goods much more 
cheaply than those of other countries. That this is 
so is proved by the fact that British cotton manu- 
facturers are able to beat all their competitors in 
the free markets of the world, with the single excep- 


tion of the Indian cotton spinners. The latter, it is - 


true, are able to compete with our people in the Far 
East; but only because they have British capital and 
skill at their disposal, and are almost on the spot 
where the cotton is produced. Foreign nations, 
recognising our superiority to them, have imposed 
high protective duties, with the result that the 
cotton manufacture, both in the United States 
and upon the Continent, has been growing very con- 
siderably for some time past. Foreign competitors, 
however, are not able to produce the finer and 
costlier articles; it is in the coarser that they suc- 
ceed. The consequence is that Lancashire and the 
neighbouring counties are producing less of coarser 
goods and foreigners are producing more. Thus 
our manufacture is undergoing a gradual revolu- 
tion. We have the capacity in machinery, capital, 
and skill to beat all our competitors and practically 
to supply the world, but our competitors shut us out 
from many markets by high tariffs. Asa matter of 
course, Lancashire and the neighbouring counties in 
this state of things have been more affected by the 
Baring crisis than other countries, for the Baring 
crisis in its origin was a rich man’s crisis. It 
occurred amongst the great financial houses of 
London, and immediately it was felt more by the 
capitalist classes than by others. The accommoda- 
tion given to foreign merchants by the great London 
financial houses was thus reduced. As the purchas- 
ing power of the capitalist classes was thus lessened 
immediately, Lancashire and the neighbouring 





counties, which produce rather the better classes of 
manufacture than the coarser, were more directly 
and immediately affected. The Baring crisis, how- 
ever, was very soon followed by difficulties upon the 
Continent and by a banking crisis in Australasia. And 
the Continental countries so embarrassed are those 
which buy most largely from ourselves, while, of 
course, the troubles in Australasia immediately and 
seriously affect all trade between the Australasian 
colonies and the United Kingdom. Then, again, the 
bad harvest of last year lessened the purchasing 
power of all Europe, and unfortunately this year’s 
harvest at home has been much worse than last 
year’s—indeed, our agricultural classes are in greater 
difficulties now than in any year of the present 
generation with the single exception of 1879. 

The silver crisis has intensified all the other 
adverse influences which have been weighing upon 
the industry. More particularly it has affected the 
Far East—the greatest consumer of British cotton 
goods. The Far East has suffered likewise from 
drought, famine, political disturbances, and the 
breakdown of a wild speculation. Everywhere, 
therefore, trade is more or less depressed, and as 
the cotton industry at home and abroad has been 
growing continuously all through the century, the 
production for the time being has outrun the con- 
sumption. It will be seen, then, that the crisis is very 
largely due to purely temporary causes. As soon as 
the value of silver settles, it is reasonably certain 
that the trade of India and the other countries of 
the Far East will improve, that the demand for 
cotton goods will increase, and that thus prosperity 
will return to Lancashire and the neighbouring 
counties. Argentina and the other South American 
republics are already slowly recovering. It is a 
healthy sign that during the first ten months 
of the present year, the exports of cotton goods 
to South America have decidedly increased. But 
although South America may now be expected 
to be a better customer, we cannot look for an 
immediately considerable increase in the demand 
from the Far East ; while we must fear a falling-off in 
the home demand owing to the exceptionally bad 
harvest and to the numbér of workpeople in all 
branches of business that are out of employment. 
Still, as has been said, the main causes are tem- 
porary, and it follows that if the employers in the 
cotton trade were wise they would adopt temporary 
measures to tide themselves and their workpeople 
over the difficulty. As a broad general rule, it is 
no doubt true that artificial reductions of output 
are bad. But if we understand the Lancashire 
workpeople, they do not contend for a permanent 
artificial reduction of the output; what they insist 
upon is that for the time being the production has 
outrun the consumption, and that, therefore, a tem- 
porary restriction of the output is desirable. In 
that sense we are inclined to agree with them, and 
we trust that the employers will see that, both in 
their own interest and in the interests of the country 
generally, it is better to adopt a measure theoretically 
objectionable than to allow the lock-out to extend, 
to inflict suffering upon thousands of families, to 
cause a great loss of business to all who minister to 
the cotton trade, and to run the risk of permanently 
driving some departments of that trade to other 
countries. 








CHRONICLE OF FOREIGN AFFAIRS. 
HIS week, at any rate, cannot be described as 
infertile in incident -or in surprise. Crises in 
Hungary and Belgium, the general election in Italy, 
President Cleveland's triumph in America, the final 
settlement of the labour troubles at Carmaux, are 
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all more important contributions to history than we 
have had for many months. The cholera still lingers 
on in Holland and at Buda-Pesth, though all restric- 
tions on traffic to or from Hamburg have now been 
formally removed. There has been a fresh scare- 
the work of that sensational Paris paper, the Matin 
as to an impending menace to Swiss neutrality, this 
time on the German side, by the reconstruction of 
the fortifications of Huningen, close to Bale, which 
were destroyed in conformity with the Treaty of 
Vienna of 1815. Happily, the story is untrue. Finally, 
Paris has been startled by another dynamite outrage. 

On Tuesday morning an odd-looking package 
weighing ten or twelve pounds was found on the 
staircase of the building in the Avenue de l'Opéra in 
which the Carmaux Mining Company have their 
offices. It was conveyed with great care to the 
nearest police-station, where it exploded, causing the 
deaths of five policemen and a messenger and wreck- 
ing the house. The scene was speedily visited by 
various people (including several Ministers), and the 
Government, of course, were questioned on the 
subject at the opening of the Chamber, by their 
supporter M. Joseph Reinach. M. Loubet gave 
assurances that the Government would act with 
energy, complained of the limited powers given 
by the law in dealing with incitement to outrage, 
and severely condemned the action of the agitators 
at Carmaux and elsewhere. His speech was much 
interrupted by taunts from the Right, due to the 
alleged “surrender” in the Carmaux affair, about 
which there was a little more sparring in the 
Chamber on Thursday; but a strongly worded 
motion of censure was defeated by 420 to 12, and 
a vote of confidence carried by 359 to 84. The 
tactical victory of the Ministry is complete. A 
Government Bili dealing with incitement to outrage 
will be discussed on Wednesday. And, of course, 
there is a revival of the cry—promoted no doubt, 
in part by interested persons—for a Government 
monopoly of explosives. 

One arrest has been made, that of a German 
Anarchist; but otherwise nothing is as yet known 
of the perpetrators of the outrage. M. Loubet has 
received threatening letters from the Anarchists of 
Paris, “miners of Decazeville,” and elsewhere. It 
may have some connection with these. On the other 
hand, the bomb was certainly meant for the Carmaux 
directors, and of course is attributed more or less 
openly to the Carmaux strikers. It is fair to re- 
member that there is no evidence of this, and that 
the explosion would then be out of date, since the 
termination of the strike was celebrated on Sunday 
at Carmaux by a déjeuner fraternel, a procession, 
and a ball. 

Other French news must be briefly dismissed. 
The Government was defeated on Saturday last in 
the Senate on a proposal to place the Colonial army 
under the Minister of War. The Chamber is dis- 
cussing a Bill for the reform of the liquor traffic, 
involving an increase of taxation on spirits and a 
reduction on “hygienic drinks ”—i.e., wine, beer, 
cider, etc._-_provided the municipalities remove the 
octroi duty, which opens up the question of the total 
abolition of that most objectionable tax. It is 
settled that no prosecution is to take place in conse- 
quence of the failure of the Panama Canal. An 
interpellation on the affairs of Tonquin—it is stated 
that the present Governor, M. de Lanessan, sends 
most encouraging despatches, which are speedily 
falsified by events, and cannot get on with his 
subordinates—-fell very flat on Tuesday after the 
dynamite outrage debate, and resulted in an easy 
victory for the Government. Colonel Dodds has 
captured Cana, the last stronghold of the King of 
Dahomey. 

Meetings were held on Sunday in Brussels to 
promote the agitation for universal suffrage, and 
very strong language was used about the King and 
the bourgeoisie by MM. Anseele and Volders and 
other Socialist leaders. It was agreed that on 
Tuesday, when Parliament was opened, the King 





should be greeted with cheers for universal suffrage. 
However, military precautions were taken, and the 
demonstration came to very little, though it was 
joined in by a few of the Garde Civique. Meetings 
in the streets of Brussels were also prohibited, and 
attempted demonstrations before the Royal Palace on 
Tuesday and Thursday evenings came to nothing. 
At Ghent there was some serious rioting on Monday. 
Extreme sections on both sides are agitating for 
universal suffrage, but the Liberal party is, so 
far, divided upon it. The Speech from the Throne 
referred to revision in very guarded terms. 

The German Military Bill has excited fresh 
opposition in somewhat unexpected quarters. A 
leading Catholic paper in Bavaria says that the 
Catholic Centre, by supporting it, would ensure the 
victory of the Liberals and Social Democrats. 
Another—the Fremdenblatt of Munich—says that 
its rejection would be followed by the dissolution of 
the Reichstag and the substitution for Count Caprivi 
of a Chancellor better able to deal with the economic 
and social situation. This seems decisive as to the 
attitude of the Bavarian Catholics. The Kings of 
Saxony and Wiirtemberg, and the Grand Duke of 
Baden, object—like Prince Bismarck—to the reduc- 
tion of the term of service. And the organ of the 
General Staff has thought to further the cause of the 
Bill by decrying the past services of the Landwehr— 
which to most Germans are an article of faith. 

In view of the political agitation, considerable 
interest attaches to the meeting of the Socialist 
Congress in Berlin next week. The party claims to 
represent a larger number of voters than any other 
in the Reichstag: its activity is increasing, especially 
in the rural districts: and it has received an enor- 
mous impulse from the economic distress, which 
the Military Bill will aggravate. The seceders—the 
“independent” Socialists—are, however, likely to be 
troublesome, both next week and in the future. 

The Prussian Chambers were reopened on 
Wednesday. There is a heavy deficit—some two 
millions sterling—which promises ill for the plans 
of the Imperial Government. 

The Italian elections have turned out even more 
favourably than was expected for the Giolitti 
Ministry. All the Ministers and Under-Secretaries 
have been returned, and the numbers are approxi- 
mately 320 Ministerialists, 150 Opposition candidates 
(Signor Nicotera’s followers, the Republicans, and 
the other members of the original Extreme Left), 
and thirty second ballots. But some Ministerialists 
—Signor Barzilai for instance at Rome, the Repub- 
lican and Irredentist—are also extreme Radicals. 
The Ministerial majority is anything but homo- 
geneous, and Signor Crispi denies that he is part of 
it. He returned to power in 1890 with a larger 
majority, and fell at once. And the prospect is as 
uncertain as ever. 

The conduct of the election has been almost a 
farce. The new law provides that no elector shall 
be admitted to the polling station unless he is 
known to one of the scrutineers, or introduced 
by someone so known. On the polling day the 
scrutineers, it is said, have a limited acquaintance 
and short memories. Even an officer of Cara- 
bineers in uniform was excluded on Sunday under 
this rule. In some cases seventy per cent. of 
the electors who came to vote were excluded 
likewise. Abstentions in Italy are always numerous, 
as the Vatican discountenances the participation of 
Catholics. On Sunday they amounted (e.g.) in Turin 
to about sixty per cent.,and in Bologna to sixty- 
four per cent. of the registered electors. In Rome they 
ranged from forty to eighty per cent. Signor Costa, 
the Socialist leader, is beaten ; Signor Imbriani has 
failed in two constituencies ; Signor Bonghi in three. 
The Radical party proper has suffered greatly. 
Signor Cavallotti, their leader, was defeated owing 
to a letter to his opponent from the Prefect of the 
province (Pavia) announcing a Government contribu- 
tion to a local improvement, held back till just 
before the poll. Never before, it is said, has 
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Government pressure been so vigorous and open, 
and allegations of wholesale bribery are freely 
made. 

Finally, in Hungary, Count Szapary announced on 
Wednesday the resignation of his Ministry; and it 
is possible that the future course of events rests on 
the whole with the former Liberal Premier, M. 
Koloman Tisza, who fell two years ago on account of 
the offence he gave to the Extreme Nationalists 
through his action with regard to Kossuth. It 
is doubtful, however, whether he will be asked 
to take office at present. Count Szapary’s anti- 
clerical policy is not sufficiently vigorous for 
his colleagues. He will not introduce compulsory 
civil marriage, and so evade the difficulty |of 
getting the Catholic priests to celebrate mixed 
marriages without making illegal stipulations as to 
the creed in which the children are to be brought up. 
(Boys by law follow the father’s creed, girls the 
mother’s.) The clergy will not register the children 
according to the creeds provided for them by the 
law, and an alternative system of registration is yet 
to be devised. And there is a question as to the 
recognition of the Jewish faith. On these points, 
especially on the first-mentioned, the bulk of the 
Liberals of Hungary will go much further than the 
late Premier, and they are assured of the support of 
Count Apponyi, the leader of the Moderate Opposi- 
tion. But the Emperor will not at present follow 
them in making civil marriage obligatory. 








A FALSE ALARM. 


_- 


\ J] HEN Unionist politicians who are otherwise 

sane prophesy terrible things if Mr. Glad- 
stone readjusts the Union, it may be comforting to 
remember how many times similar gloomy anticipa- 
tions have proved to be groundless. There is a 
whole literature of false alarms. Politicians are like 
sporting tipsters, and only recall those of their prophe- 
cies which have chanced to be fulfilled. Yet they are 
quite as often wrong as Zadkiel. English politicians 
at the time of the Union in 1800 were prodigal of 
prophecies, and the singular falsity of almost all the 
predictions of all of them is worth noting as an 
illustration of the difficulties Englishmen have in 


understanding Ireland and the Irish. In the Irish- 


speeches on both sides one finds a fair proportion of 
faithful forecasts. Foster’s great speech is full of 
keen anticipations which have proved too true. 
George Knox’s wild prophecy, as it then seemed, 
that Irish Jacobinism would play the same part in 
the English-speaking world which France played in 
Europe has won Mr. Lecky’s approbation. And 
even Clare’s declaration that Union was the only 
protection for landlords with a title based on con- 
fiscation had something in it of the “ eternal 
verities.” But the Englishmen were nearly all 
wrong. Pitt's rose-coloured Parliamentarian vision 
led him into delusive optimism. Dundas, who 
thought the United Parliament would readily do 
justice to the Irish Catholics, and the others who 
thought that Union would give perpetuity to the 
Protestant Establishment, have alike proved mis- 
taken. So, too, with the Whig opponents of the 
Union. Evil effects have followed, but not those 
which they foresaw. Grey thought that “ulti- 
mately at least the Irish members will afford a 
certain accession of force to the party of each suc- 
cessive Administration.” Wilberforce, and even Pitt 
in some measure, admitted the strength of this argu- 
ment. Needless to say, the event has been precisely 
the opposite, until in this present Parliament; though 
Nationalist members conditionally support the Gov- 
ernment on purely Irish grounds, there will be, not 
merely no Irish member in the Government, but no 
Irish member of any section sitting on the Minis- 
terial benches. 

Yet there was one still stranger apprehension 
which agitated the commercial world in the year 





1800. I found the other day, in a twopenny book- 
box, a volume of some 300 pages entitled ‘An Account 
of the Proceedings of the Merchants, Manufacturers, 
and Others concerned in the Wool and Woollen Trade 
of Great Britain, in their Application to Parliament 
that the Laws respecting the Exportation of Wool 
might not be altered in Arranging the Union with 
Ireland.” It is an interesting episode in what Arthur 
Young called “the policy of the counter.” These 
gentlemen, comprising almost all the manufacturers 
of the kingdom, were in a genuine fright. They 
thought the provisions of the Act of Union would 
transfer the whole woollen trade to Ireland. They 
were in earnest. They organised petitions from 
every part of the country. They were represented 
by eminent counsel at the Bar of both Houses of 
Parliament. The counsel called respectable mer- 
chants, who gave their grave reasons for apprehen- 
sion. Their spokesmen in the House of Commons 
made gloomy speeches. Mr. Peel, who is known to 
have seriously thought of transferring his own 
cotton mills to Ireland, nevertheless told the woollen 
manufacturers that this was a sacrifice which the 
country was called on to make. But Wilberforce 
was emphatic on behalf of these “ poor, honest, and 
laborious persons.” ‘“ Their all is at stake,” he said ; 
“everything that relates to themselves and their 
families is put to the utmost hazard by the resolution 
which is now before the Committee, and the point 
as it affects them stands between comfort and abso- 
lute ruin; and which of these shall be their lot 
depends upon the vote which this Committee shall 
come to to-night.” Yet the point was a very small 
one. The resolutions for Union merely proposed 
that the prohibition on the export of British wool 
to Ireland should be removed, while for twenty 
years the duty previously levied, amounting to about 
20 per cent., should be paid on woollen goods im- 
ported into either country from the other. 

How, it may well be asked, was this to ruin the 
English manufacture? The reasons for appre- 
hension were, briefly, these :—English wool was 
peculiarly good, but the supply was limited and 
even decreasing. If export was permitted, the 
country would not have sufficient cheap raw material. 
The price of labour in Ireland was so low that this 
wool could be more cheaply manufactured there. 
Coal was not required, water power was plentiful, 


_and Irish landlords, we are told, would charge only 


nominal rents. The taxation agreed to be placed on 
Ireland was said to be so low as to give it a great dis- 
advantage, though, as a matter of fact, the amount 
was so great that it could never be fully levied. 
But perhaps the strangest reason of all was that the 
lawless English labourer would not allow machinery 
to be introduced without the aid of the military, 
while in Ireland no such opposition was given to the 
introduction of machinery. For all these reasons 
the Bradford trade would go to Cork. It is needless 
to relate how different was the course of history. 
Some people may think that it would have been 
better for England as well as for Ireland if the 
alarm of the manufacturers had been less un- 
founded. I do not know that the story has any 
particular moral, unless perhaps that hard-headed 
business men (in Ulster or out of it) are generally 
more nervous about political changes than the} have 
any need to be. K. 








WESTERN AUSTRALIA. 





“fTVHE Cinderella of the Australias "— that is 

the sobriquet which has been given to the 
colony of Western Australia, formerly known as 
the Swan River Settlement; but Mr. Mennell 
changes this designation into “ The Coming Colony,” 
and gives his reasons -for so doing in an able 
and interesting pamphlet.* Mr. Mennell is better 
qualified than any living English writer to discuss 


* “The Coming ‘Colony : Practical Notes on Western Australia,’? 
By Philip Mennell. London: Hutchinson & Co, 
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the relative claims of the various Australian 
colonies, for he knows them all well from per- 
sonal acquaintance, and is free from the lament- 
able prejudices which in most cases prevent a 
patriotic Victorian, Queenslander, or New South 
Welshman from being a patriotic Australian. It 
is an inevitable result of the course of the historical 
development of the Australian colonies that inter- 
colonial jealousies should arise. The wisest colonial 
statesmen are doing their best to nullify this deplor- 
able state of things by promoting a large scheme of 
Australian federation, and it is to be hoped that 
they will be successful. The Canadians are Canadians 
before they are, to coin the words, Ontarians or 
Quebecians or Manitobans; and true policy dictates 
the expediency of encouraging a feeling of Australian 
patriotism to supersede the wretched local prejudices 
which threaten to mar the onward progress of the 
great island-continent on the other side of the globe. 

The keynote of the varying progress and different 
positions of the Australian colonies is to be found in 
their history. A comparative history of the colonies 
would furnish many instructive subjects for thought, 
and would explain some of the striking diversities 
which are obvious to the most careless observer. 
Such a study would explain why Victoria is the 
most democratic and New South Wales the most 
conservative of the Australian communities, just as 
a comparative study of their economic resources 
would account for the Protectionist policy of Vic- 
toria and the Free Trade preferences of New South 
Wales. In its history, then, is to be found the 
reasons which have given Western Australia the 
name of “the Cinderella of the Australias.” It is the 
third oldest of the Australian colonies, being founded 
in 1829; whereas South Australia was not founded 
until 1836, and Victoria and Queensland were not 
separated from New South Wales until 1851 and 
1859 respectively. But it was the last to shake 
itself free from the direct government of the Crown, 
for it was only upon October 2lst, 1890, that it 
received the boon of a representative constitution. 
The establishment of self-government has in the 
other colonies led to a rapid extension of wealth 
and the development of a new spirit of energy and 
enterprise, and it may fairly be expected that it will 
have a similar result in Western Australia. Mr. 
Mennell’s little volume appears, therefore, at an 
appropriate time. He visited the colony last year, 
soon after the new form of government had come 
into operation, and his work will possess great value 
in the future as an exact account of the state of the 
country at the epoch of this new departure in its 
history. 

The origin of the Swan River Settlement, which 
has now developed into Western Australia, was the 
despatch of a detachment of the 39th Regiment and 
a party of convicts, numbering in all seventy-five 
persons, to Albany from Sydney in 1826. In the 
following year Captain Stirling, R.N. (afterwards 
Admiral Sir James Stirling, K.C.B.), visited the Swan 
River, and reported so enthusiastically on the natural 
advantages of the country that he was appointed 
lieutenant-governor, and directed to form a settle- 
ment. He landed on June Ist, 1829 (the “ Foundation 
Day” of the colony); he was speedily followed by 
shiploads of emigrants, and in January, 1830, the 
population of the settlement numbered 830 persons. 
Captain Stirling's report caused what would nowa- 
days be called a “boom” with regard to the Swan 
River Settlement, and numbers of his personal 
friends were induced to try their fortune in the 
new land he praised so highly. “The first colonists,” 
says Mr. Mennell, “and their immediate successors, 
were of a superior class socially to the majority of 
the immigrants who have formed the staple of the 
influx into the other colonies. They brought with 
them champagne, in cases which had ultimately to 
be used as flooring-boards for their primitive 
dwellings, and carriages, in which, instead of driving, 
they had to sleep during the first weeks of their 
novel and disillusionising experience.” The natural 











result was a general feeling of disappointment. Such 
colonists as could scrape together the money to 
return to England described the Swan River Settle- 
ment in the sort of language used by Dickens in 
“Martin Chuzzlewit” about the city of Eden. 
Those who could not get home made their way to 
the other colonies, and especially to South Australia 
after 1836, when it was wisely being systematically 
colonised under the Wakefield system. The re- 
mainder, who were forced to continue where they 
were for lack of means to get away, naturally 
showed no energy, and made no effort to improve 
their position. So low did the settlement fall, that 
in 1850 it petitioned the Home Government to send 
convicts to its shores: and it largely depended on the 
capital and labour thus introduced, until the system 
of transportation was abolished in 1868. The 
discovery of gold in Victoria was the final blow, and 
swept away most of the able-bodied free inhabitants. 
This sketch of the history of the Swan River Settle- 
ment accounts for the late development of Western 
Australia compared to its sister-colonies. Founded 
on disappointed hopes, fostered by unwilling settlers, 
too poor or too thriftless to leave it, and, nourished 
on the convict-transportation system, it had every- 
thing in its disfavour. Since it did not prosper, 
croakers found in their imaginations reasons for 
its failure. It was alleged that it was a barren 
desert unsuited for cultivation, and its stagnant 
condition was attributed to physical and economical 
causes. These accusations are utterly unfounded ; 
and plenty of evidence can be found in official pub- 
lications, well summarised in Mr. Mennell’s book, 
proving that no better field exists for immigration, 
and that the colony only wants population and 
capital to make it the most thriving in Australia. 
To increase the population by means of immigration, 
and to attract capital by wise concessions, has been 
the aim of the three distinguished governors of 
Western Australia, who have wisely ruled it since it 
ceased to be a convict settlement—Sir Frederick 
Weld, Sir Frederick Broome, and Sir William Robin- 
son. Under their administration the colony awoke 
to the greatness of its future, and it has now entered 
on a new epoch of self-government. Fortunate in 
its recent rulers, it is equally fortunate in its first 
responsible Ministers; and Sir John Forrest, a son 
of the soil, an intrepid explorer and a trained ad- 
ministrator, bids fair, as its first Premier, to take a 
high place on the increasing roll of great Australian 
statesmen, headed by the illustrious—but, alas! 
almost forgotten—name of Wentworth. 

An intending emigrant with a little capital and 
plenty of energy cannot do better than study Mr. 
Mennell’s book before deciding on a new home 
beyond the sea. At the present moment no colony, 
except perhaps British Columbia, offers so fair a 
field for enterprise and capital as Western Australia. 
Though starting late in the race towards prosperity, 
the “coming colony” is not handicapped by the mis- 
takes in her past history; and since a new leaf is 
turned, she will be able to profit by the experience 
gained in the Australian colonies which have long 
enjoyed the advantages of self-government. May 
she use her opportunities wisely! Nor is the colony 
without a romance. No chapter in Mr. Mennell’s 
book is more deeply interesting than that in which 
he describes the Spanish Benedictine settlement of 
New Norcia, and its Lord High Abbot, Bishop 
Salvado. This modern St. Bernard forty years ago 
turned his back upon sunny Spain, and established 
a monastery far up in the interior of Western 
Australia for the couversion and civilisation of the 
Australian aborigines. There with the help of his 
monks, his lay brethren, and his converts, he manages 
a vast pastoral estate, and preaches by example the 
great Christian lesson: “Ora et Labora.” Such a 
life and such a career cannot be without its effect, 
and in its new development Western Australia wil) 
have in the saintly bishop a living sermon that 
material prosperity ought, not to be the only aim in 
life, even for the pioneers of a “ coming colony.” 
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A JOVIAL DEAN. 


‘J \EAN HOLE, whose delightful book* has been 

published this week, has some strong per- 
sonal claims on our regard. He was the intimate 
friend of Leech; he enjoyed the companionship 
of Thackeray; he has been an honorary member 
of the fellowship which surrounded the table of 
Mr. Punch. These are sufficient passports through 
the length and breadth of the Republic of 
letters. But, more than this, he is a perfect jewel 
of an ecclesiastic. It might warm the most frigid 
disestablisher towards the Church of England to 
find a dean with such a keen sense of humour, with 
such kindly tolerance, with so clear a discrimination 
between the essentials of conduct and the taste for 
harmless pastimes. We do not wonder that at his 
first meeting with Thackeray he was instinctively 
recognised as a man and a brother, a greeting 
not always extended to his professional brethren. 
Who could resist a parson with a robust enjoyment 
of hunting, cricket, and, indeed, of every out-door 
sport except golf, which Dr. Hole regretfully admits 
that he is too old to learn? What lover of horti- 
culture does not know the “Rose King,” as Tennyson 
calls him, and will not appreciate the pride with 
which he relates how, on entering the garden of a 
great house where he was a stranger, he gave his 
name to a gardener, who instantly issued the order 
to “set the fountains playing”? When the Dean 
gets amongst his roses in these “ Memories” we are 
surprised at his moderation. Nobody would suspect, 
from his mild comments on the eccentricities of 
judges at horticultural shows, that he was the greatest 
authority on the typical English flower. There is 
not a trace of theological animus in his book, except, 
perhaps, in the unfortunate phrase that “ Manning 
absconded” from the Church of England; and his 
rebuke to bigots who denounce the theatre is 
more impressive than his judgment on the relative 
merits of some famous actors. Our only quarrel 
with the Dean is about his tendency to improve the 
occasion, in the style of Mr. Anstey’s curate, who 
thought a magic-lantern lecture on the story of 
Valentine and Orson was a fitting opportunity to 
drive home the morals of the Sunday-school. There 
is less excuse for Dr. Hole, because he has a 
humour which ought to have saved him from 





arguing that the presence of a parson is morally | 


beneficial to the hunting-field. With the utmost 
gravity he describes the contrition of the M.F.H., 
who exclaimed “ D that horn!” in _ his 
hearing, and he is proud of the religious fervour 
of the huntsmen who made a point of going to hear 
him preach because he had ridden to hounds all the 
week. It would seem that the Dean is haunted 
by the supposed necessity to make concessions to 
his cloth now and then in the most inappropriate 
circumstances. He is not in this respect so un- 
fortunate as the reverend author of “Alice In 
Wonderland,” who, in his preface to his last book, 
astonished the public with a sermon on the iniquity 
of taking children to the play. But he comes pretty 
near this standard of maladroit moralising in the 
diverting anecdote of the miner who detested 
parsons till he saw one of them batting on the 
cricket-field. Injured in an accident some time 
later, he sent for the clergyman, who asked him why 
his well-known antipathy to the Church had dis- 
appeared. “Oh,” said the miner, “ that hit o' yourn 
to square leg for six converted me!” It is distressing 
to find a humorist like Dean Hole describing this as an 
instance of “ complete transformation of character.” 

Scattered through the volume are opinions which 
do not bear logical analysis; the assumption, for 
instance, that if the Church had done her duty, “if 
the welfare of the mechanic and the labourer had 
been studied and promoted by Christian sympathy, 
instead of by politicians fighting for place and out- 
bidding one another with promises to the electors of 
a beneficence, which, if it ever be realised, will cost 
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them personally nothing, perfect health and happi- 
ness would have been achieved by the community.” 
Why statesmanship should cost the statesman more 
than Churchmanship costs a dean, Dr. Hole does not 
stop to explain. Nor does he tell us how “a religious 
and philanthropic spirit” could have settled the ques- 
tions of “education, dwellings, allotments, trades 
unions, labour and capital,” without the aid of Parlia- 
ment, of whose work he writes in that random 
fashion characteristic of Dickens, but not of Dickens’s 
genius. Dr. Hole announces his belief in the 
theory of Church and State expounded by Mr. 
Gladstone in the immature work which was riddled 
by Macaulay. We also learn from the Dean of 
Rochester that the working-man is to show his 
sagacity in some unexplained way by adopting the 
views of “ Mr. Fletcher, of Bolton,” on “ the abolition 
of the smoke nuisance.” He does not mean tobacco 
but carbon, the impurities of which are to be banished 
from the homes of the poor, who will then enter 
upon an era of righteousness and devotion to the 
Church of England. This amiable optimism shows 
that the Dean of Rochester is no thinker, but it does 
not lessen our respect for him. It is not his function 
in life to supply us with theories and arguments. 
The quality of humour owes nothing to treatises, and 
we are only too thankful to have a dean who has 
done so much for that superlative hygiene. It was 
not for his opinions that Thackeray and Leech took 
this ecclesiastic to their hearts. Dean Hole does not 
realise his true service to mankind. It was he who 
told Leech the story immortalised in the famous 
sketch of the farmer at dinner smacking his lips over 
the liqueur, and asking the footman for “ some more 
of that in a moog.” This is one of the few jests 
which can never lose their glory. If ever the New 
Zealander should sit amongst the ruins of St. Paul’s, 
he will relieve the gloom of the spectacle by holding 
his sides over Leech’s inimitable picture. No wonder 
the Dean endeared himself to Leech and to that 
artist’s pencil. He tells a good story with a relish 
which is a veritable inspiration; witness the anecdote 
of the footman and the foot-warmer. It was the 
business of Jeames to place the foot-warmer under 
the dinner-table ready for his mistress’s feet, but on 
one occasion the company came down while he was 
still under the table. “The lady of the house became 
conscious of some motive power below, and thinking 
that it came from a favourite retriever, who was 
allowed to roam where he pleased, fondly addressed 
it as ‘Rollo, good Rollo!’ and failing to hear the 
protest, ‘It’s not Rollo, grandmamma; it’s Alfred,’ 
affectionately patted the head as it emerged from the 
table, with a halo of powder and an expression of 
perplexity which Leech could not have copied.” 

In this story and many others there is a vis comica 
which the present generation seems to have lost. 
The fountain of purée fun has grown thin, and your 
story-teller is apt to depend for his effects on a 
suspicion of malice, or some refinement of intel- 
lectual apprehension. The great charm of Dean 
Hole’s volume is that it is full of the breezy comedy 
of the elder humorists who made their contemporaries 
laugh. Nowadays we greet a jest with a sickly smile, 
or write a book to show that some rival comedian 
has stolen our wares, which are carefully. pieced 
together from private letters and confidential con- 
versations and launched under some other title than 
that of the gentle art of making merriment. 








THE NEW RENAISSANCE. 





HE Pope not long ago informed the Bishop of 
T Grenoble that there are many “upright” souls 
full of “ natural religious sentiment” outside the pale 
of the Church, and that “ail men imbued with the love 
of goodness” are on the high-road to Christianity. 

This is not a new discovery. We have met it 
before—notably in the pages of St. John’s Gospel 
—but, uttered by the Pope, it bears striking 
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testimony to the fact that Republican institutions 
have not proved fatal to morality and religion. 

People have hastily assumed that because the 
Republic used a “short method” with the Jesuits 
it was the natural enemy of Christianity. But the 
struggle against the Jesuits has been going on for 
centuries. It must not be supposed because the 
Republic has excellent reasons for refusing to en- 
trust the Order with the education of the young, 
that therefore Christianity is dead. On the con- 
trary, the fundamental elements of religion have 
never lost their hold over the national conscience. 
To quote the words of M. Brunetiére, the eminent 
critic of the Revue des Deux Mondes, “ Eighteen 
hundred years of Christianity have inoculated 
France with religion.” 

Materialism has not succeeded in crushing out 
the spiritual side of human life. Realism, which, 
after all, isa most fantastic conception, ludicrously 
unlike the real, has not proved more successful. Art 
and literature tend more and more to seek their 
inspiration in Christianity. No picture has for years 
awakened such admiration as Millet’s “ Angelus,” 
which represents the religious emotion of simple 
hearts. Pessimism has chanted its dreary creed in 
the market-place, but the young men of France have 
grown weary of its monotonous song. They declare 
that life is good, and that they wish it to be beauti- 
ful. They hang on the lips of teachers who realise 
she “hidden harmonies of existence,” and who will 
1elp them to escape from “the narrow circle of the 
<nown.” These teachers are of differing creeds; yet 
they all proclaim certain fundamental facts—namely, 
that men have souls; that there is a Great 
Beyond ; that human conduct, seen against a back- 
ground of ideal holiness, learns the experience of 
unsatisfied aspiration, which theologians call Sin, 
and realises that it cannot rise to the summit of its 
ambitions without the aid of Grace. 

This language, which in England would smack of 
the tract-distributor, is heard in France in most un- 
expected quarters. The old-fashioned words Sin 
and Redemption look out from the pages of Figaro, 
and echo strangely from the walls of the “ Théatre 
d’Application,” where M. Paul Desjardins, the 
apostle of the Neo-Christian movement, explains its 
doctrines to a select sample of Tout Paris. 

The noblest ideal of conduct ever given to the 
world, “ Be ye perfect even as your Father which is 
in heaven is perfect,” is set before the students by 
an eminent Sorbonne Professor, Emile Boutroux, in 
the course of his lectures on critical philosophy. 
The Banquet of the Association of Students affords 
M. de Vogiié an opportunity for urging upon his 
fascinated hearers the necessity for leaving a large 
place in their conception of the universe for the 
intervention of unknown laws. Science does not 
suffice to bring forth new discoveries from the 
savant’s crucible, for “the discovery does not 
mount, it descends by a grace.” 

Other leaders of the new movement speak with 
even greater plainness. 

M. Béranger, President of the Association of 
Students, declared, in the course of a speech which 
was marked by salvoes of applause, that 


“ Jt is not probable that Christianity as a doctrine sill revive 
amongst us, but let us seek to be imbued with the Spirit of Christ ;” 


while two well-known men of letters—MM. Houssaye 
and Lasserre—urge the Neo-Christians to see in 
Christianity the impress of a Person who has taught 
the world the Mystery of the Love of God. 

These statements are not found in the pages of 
“ goody-goody” books and tracts. The revival of 
the spiritual ideal is discussed in the daily papers, 
and in “ worldly ” magazines ; while lectures delivered 
at the Salle des Capucins and the Odéon ThéAtre 
are sprinkled with allusions to the novel theme. 
Adverse critics, such as Anatole France and Jules 
Lemaitre, who complains that the new disciples 
resemble soldiers in an opera, who cry “March, 
march,’ and make no visible progress — bear witness 








to the reality of the movement by the sad avowal 
that Voltaireanism is dead. 

What is to be the end? Is Neo-Christianism 
only a passing craze—like the rest of the political, 
social, and literary groups which spring up as mush- 
rooms on the fertile soil of France—or is it destined 
to endure and to accomplish a moral Revolution ? 

The answers are manifold. Some point to Rome; 
others to the formation of a free, independent 
Church; while Raoul Allier, a distinguished young 
professor of philosophy, contents himself with a 
seasonable word of warning against “sickly religious 
sentiment which has at its root a germ of sensuality.” 

We do not aspire to the réle of prophet. But one 
point is certain, namely, that a new spirit of frater- 
nity is steadily gaining ground. M. de Vogiié is 
never weary of urging upon the brain-workers 
the duty of drawing closer to the toiling masses. 
He holds up for the imitation of the Paris students 
our own Toynbee Hall, and he places the study of 
social questions in the forefront of Christian duty. 
He is fully alive to the fact—to which we are slowly 
awaking in England—that illimitable liberty ends 
in the annihilation of the weak by the strong, and 
he asks if the extreme consequence of free competi- 
tion will not be a return to barbarism? “ When 
men in former days sacrificed everything to the fine 
word Liberty, they believed it to be synonymous 
with Justice and Pity.” 

Russian literature. which has been aptly termed 
the literature of Pity, was the initiator of this 
dawning sense of solidarity. It has been diligently 
fostered by two remarkable men: Pastor Wagner, 
whom M. de Vogiié numbers among the “ cigognes,” 
or heralds of spring, and Pastor Fallot, whose 
“Society for the Study of Social Questions” creates 
a bond between men of ali classes and of all creeds, 
and enables men of education and position to place 
their gifts at the service of the poor and disinherited 
of the earth. 

And we incline to the opinion that it is by loving 
the brother “whom they see” that the young men 
of France will best learn to know and love the 
invisible Father which is in Heaven. 








FRENCH LITERATURE. 


—_ 


HE name of M. Jules Case, author of “Promesses” 

(Paris: Ollendorff), was, probably, little known 
in this country until last summer, when Mme. Sarah 
Bernhardt produced a play, Pauline Blanchard, 
adapted from one of his novels. It was not a successful 
play, for many reasons, not the least of which was that 
itsstory wastoomelancholy. M.Caseislike Ben Jonson’s 
Master Stephen, mightily given to melancholy. Master 
Stephen asked for a stool to be melancholy upon. 
M. Case appears to write his novels upon that stool, 
“ Promesses” among the rest. The melancholy of 
ill-starred love chiefly occupies his pen. Two young 
hearts beat as one, but cruel parents intervene, and 
the unhappy lovers are only united in death. Some- 
thing of that kind happened in “La Fille a Blan- 
chard,” and happens again in “ Promesses.” It isa 
very old theme, to be sure—older than Romeo and 
Juliet, “older than any history that is written in 
any book.” That is no reason why M. Jules Case 
should not treat it anew; what irks one is that he 
should insist upon treating it so monotonously. 
Shakespeare lightened his version of the tale with 
the cheerful humours of Mercutio and the Nurse. 
But nobody is cheerful or humorous in “ Promesses”’ ; 
they are all melancholy, moping, mum, like Jack 
Point, and confirm Mrs. Gamp’s view that life is “a 
wale.” But though M. Case never gets off Master 
Stephen's stool, he is a man of distinct talent. He 
is a neat hand at sketching character, especially if it 
be disagreeable character. Here is a picture of a 
disagreeable woman, one of the hard-hearted parents 
aforesaid by whom the course of true love is pre- 
vented from running smooth :— 
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“Stéphanie, with her shabby black dress, her 
pale, unwholesome complexion, her nervously twitch- 
ing features, her hands spoiled by household work, 
looked like an upper servant who has wormed her- 
self into the confidence of her employers. She was 
narrow-chested, and her shoulder-blades were too 
prominent. Prosperity had made her thin. Stéphanie 
had the activity of the smaller animals. She never 
entered a room without running her eyes all over it, 
even into its most secret corners. She was always 
brushing away imaginary dust, arranging the fold 
of a window-curtain, moving the furniture a little 
farther from the wall. The greater part of her day 
Was spent in overhauling domestic odds-and-ends. 
She lacked that need of expansion which causes us 
to communicate our feelings to others by some look 
or tone or gesture. She watched in silence and 
absorbed, without giving anything in return. Her 
personality was enclosed by an insurmountable 
wall. No serene reverie ever calmed the overworked 
muscles of her visage, which grimaced even when 
she was asleep. Her thoughts were always busy 
with her investments, the maintenance of town and 
country house, the behaviour of her servants, the 
future of her children, the thousand-odd cares which 
are created by the complexities of business, and 
which were her delight. . . Her voice, gentle 
as it was, secured obedience more effectively than 
any brutality. You felt a latent capacity in it for 
terrible anger, ready to break out at the least re- 
sistance. The servants trembled and hung their 
heads before Stéphanie. If she stimulated their zeal 
by taking a hand in their work, her familiarity 
never put them at their ease ; she was to be dreaded 
like a knife-blade that you feel, sharp and inexorable, 
through a velvet sheath.” 

There are too many people of Stéphanie’s kind 
in M. Case’s book, people of sordid animosities, 
small-minded and small-hearted people. The only 
generous creatures are the two lovers, and these, 
unable to battle against an unkind world, end their 
lives prematurely over a brazier of charcoal. There 
was really no reason why they should, had they only 
plucked up a little spirit and taken a common-sense 
view of things. Even in France, where the patria 
potestas is still important, it cannot keep two young 
people, who are determined to marry, eternally 
apart. But nothing short of a morbid conclusion 
would suit M. Case’s humour. He will not get off 
that stool of the melancholy Master Stephen. His 
book drives one, for relief, to a “merry chapter of 
Rabelais,” and even some opuscule of the “ New 
Humour” might seem almost cheerful by com- 
parison. 

M. Edouard Delpit’s “ Bérangére” (Calmann 
Lévy) is one of those novels that make the mildest 
of reviewers use language unworthy of a Christian. 
It isa conventional melodrama in space of two dimen- 
sions, hardened villain, blameless heroine, “ comic 
relief,” and all. What is the use of carefully avoid- 
ing the Ambigu and the Adelphi, if these their wares 
are to be thrust upon onein book-form? Bérangére, 
who (as we are reminded on every third page) has a 
marble brow and coal-black eyes, has all the other 
qualities of an ideal Ambigu heroine. She nobly 
renounces her heroic soldier lover (red ribbon of the 
Legion of Honour, and all) because her papa is a 
gambler and a fraudulent company-promoter, and 
exiles herself in perfidious Albion with this wicked 
parent, who, to please the inhabitants of his adopted 
country, drinks gin out of tankards in an elegant 
apartment over against Buckingham Palace. We 
hear of our venerable friends, the fog and the spleen. 
A mysterious millionaire who returns from the East 
to pay off old scores on the oppressors of his youth 
is another venerable friend—last heard of in “ Monte 
Cristo.” He rescues Bérangére from a fire (ignited 
by the gin-drinking papa ina fit of delirium tremens) 
in order that she may marry the lieutenant with the 
red ribbon; while the comic English landlady ex- 
claims, of course, “‘ Aoh!” Altogether a very silly 
book. 








Mr. Paul Frénzeny’s illustrations are the best 
things in “The Humour of France” (London : Walter 
Scott), a collection of scraps—not all of which are 
humorous in their original form—translated and 
edited by Miss Elizabeth Lee. The extracts range 
from Rutebceuf and Villon to Gyp and Richard 
O' Monroy, are preceded by a modestly written intro- 
duction, and followed by a biographical index which 
is chiefly remarkable for its (rather unkind) revelation 
of the age of Mme. de Martel. Such an experiment was 
foredoomed to failure. It is a peculiarly aggravated 
form of error. Extracts are a mistake; translated 
extracts a misdemeanour; translated “ humorous” 
extracts a deadly sin. To complicate mutilation 
with mistranslation (for the translation of humour 
always must be mistranslation) is to add insult to 
injury. When, in a preface to a book inviting us to 
laugh in English, Miss Lee quotes Renan’s saying, 
“Teach all nations to laugh in French,” she is, like 
the gentleman in Moliére, more funny than she had 
supposed. In fact, the book ought to be entitled 
“The Unconscious Humour of English Translation.” 








THE DRAMA. 





“ Davip.”—* THE BURGLAR AND THE JUDGE.” 


UST one word of warning before I narrate the 
ey story of David, the new play by Messrs. Louis 
N. Parker and “ Thornton Clark,” which Miss Estelle 
Burney has produced at the Garrick. Its plot reveals 
many improbabilities and absurdities, but it does 
not play half so improbably or absurdly as it reads. 
Its sketches of character are fresh and vigorous; its 
dialogue is terse ; its story keeps your curiosity on the 
alert. In short, it isa play well worth seeing; but, like 
many plays far better worth seeing, it loses in the 
process of description. Reduced from the solid to 
the flat, from space of three dimensions to space of 
two, its imperfections become more manifest. But 
the reduction must be made. Otherwise, what would 
become of dramatic criticism ? 

The first act, then, consists of little more than an 
interview between Dr. Wendover and his young 
friend David da Silva. The Doctor is a bookworm, 
absorbed in the great work of his life, the work 
which is to prove the Doctor’s theories right and 
everybody else’s theories wrong, a _ treatise on 
criminal insanity. What are the Doctor's theories ? 
He explains them “early and often,” but I find them 
a little difficult to grasp. They have something, I 
fancy, to do with the connection between genius 
and insanity, a matter treated by several continental 
men of science, whose views have been recently 
summarised in a volume by Mr. Nisbet, the dramatic 
critic of the Times. It is tolerably obvious, how- 
ever, that this connection cannot be intended to 
form the subject of David, for none of its char- 
acters is presented to us as a person of genius. 
That theory of the Doctor’s then is mere sur- 
plusage—and the dramatists only bewilder us by 
referring to it. Another theory of the Doctor's is 
that the criminal lunatic always breaks down at a 
critical moment—the moment during which he lapses 
into sanity. This idea is more promising, for stage 
purposes. I foresee a drama in which a criminal 
lunatic’s plans fall through at a critical moment. I 
immediately ask myself: who is to be the criminal 
lunatic? The doctor's daughter, Dorothy, furnishes 
me, in the very first scene, with a clue to the 
answer. For she, too, has a theory—the theory 
that lunacy is “catching,” or that “mad doctors” 
sometimes become mad themselves. I, therefore, 
keep my eye on Dr. Wendover. One eye only, how- 
ever, for the other is caught by David da Silva. 
There are two points about David. He is a Jew 
and a bastard, and so at once presents himself 
as a man who seeks a double revenge, racial and 
personal—revenge for Christian contumely, and for 
his mother’s shame. His mother, on her death-bed, 
has said to her son what Francillon said to her 
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husband in M. Dumas’ play: “ Eye for eye, tooth for 
tooth.” David's notion of applying this doctrine is 
to seek out his half-brother, the Christian and 
legitimate son, whom he will do his best to ruin. 
But he admits that it is a shadowy notion, and he is 
not quite sure whether he will act on it. This queer 
scheme, or faint adumbration of a _ half-formed 
scheme, for a moment disconcerts me. I begin to 
think that it is not Dr. Wendover, after all, but 
David da Silva, who is going to be the criminal 
lunatic. Time, however, will show, and that quickly: 
for the local squire, Gilliatt Grenfell, enters to ask the 
Doctor for Dorothy's hand, and for the name of 
a competent steward. The Doctor promptly supplies 
him with both. David is the very man for the 
stewardship. Now Gilliatt— you have already 
guessed it—is David's half-brother. 

When the curtain again rises some time has 
elapsed, time enough for Dorothy to have become 
weary of her engagement to Gilliatt, and for David 
to have become Gilliatt’s right-hand man; time 
enough, too, for Gilliatt to become afflicted with 
dangerous heart-disease—a fact the whole household 
are keeping from him. David has learnt to love 
Gilliatt: his scheme of revenge has fallen through, 
or rather, never been so much as thought of. One 
had expected that this was going to be a pivot of 
the play. One had looked forward to David's 
spiritual struggle between fidelity to his mother’s 
dying wish and his affection for Gilliatt. But nothing 
of the sort happens. The authors have started a 
“false scent”—a sure mark of the inexpert play- 
wright. Another personage is now introduced— 
Gilliatt’s mother, Mrs. Grenfell, a woman with set 
features, stern eyes, a forbidding manner—who 
detests David, both as a Jew and as a man of un- 
known parentage. She would like to turn the 
interloper out of the house, and an opportunity 
quickly offers itself. A chance accident has 
revealed to David and Dorothy that they love each 
other, and Mrs. Gilliatt discovers them locked in one 
another's arms. She immediately denounces them 
to her son. Then comes a good scene, none the 
worse for being suggested, perhaps, by a scene in a 
recent Scandinavian drama. Gilliatt quietly answers 
his mother: “I knew it all along. David loves her; 
let him have her. Besides, she would not marry me, 
who am under sentence of death—oh, yes, I knew that, 
all along, too.” “In that case,” replies the scan- 
dalised mother, “ David cannot remain under this 
roof.” “Why not?” says Gilliatt. “Let us all 
remain where we are.” The mother submits; not 
without anguish. “ It is lucky she knows nothing of 
my theories,’ remarks Dr. Wendover. 

It is time to return to the Doctor and his 
theories. He has grown stranger and stranger iu 
manner. He is now deep in the histories of famous 
poisoners. His studies are at length to take definite 
shape—the shape of an experiment to prove that 
it is possible to administer poison absolutely with- 
out fear of detection. The experiment involves a 
victim—of course, a corpus vile, and what viler body 
than that of a man bound to die very shortly 
from heart disease? By the aid of a minute, 
sharp-pointed syringe the Doctor injects poison 
into Gilliatt’s medicine-bottle, through seal, paper 
wrapper, cork, and all. A moment later, the fact 
that David is his half-brother is suddenly revealed 
to Gilliatt, and he dies from the shock—but not 
before the medicine has been put to his lips. “That 
glass is poisoned,” screams the Doctor, in frenzied 
triumph over the success of his grand experiment. 

In the last act we find the Doctor, now, apparently, 
quite mad, soliloquising about his poisoning feat, and 
the pity that, for fear of the police, he cannot claim 
the glory of it before the world. The mother’s sus- 
picions fasten upon David. It looks as if we were 
going, at this late hour, to have a new drama, or, 
rather, the old melodrama of Falsely Accused. But 
matters are brought quickly, and too tamely, to an 
end by the quiet explanation of a subordinate person- 
age, who had found the Doctor's poison-phial lying 





about, and substituted for its contents a harmless 
liquid. Do the authors wish us to see in this the 
justification of the Doctor’s theory that there comes 
a juncture when the craftiest scheme of the 
criminal lunatic is bound to break down? For my- 
self, I should rather say that the Doctor has reckoned 
without one of the time-honoured laws of the stage, 
that law that when a poison-phial is discovered in 
the third act it must always be emptied by one of 
the characters and filled with something harmless. 
Be that as it may, the knowledge that his great 
experiment has come to naught is supposed to 
restore the doctor to sanity. I say “supposed,” for 
Iam not sure. At any rate, one of the personages 
gravely assures him that, his intention not being 
earried out, he is neither a criminal nor a lunatic. 
For my part, I submit that he ought to be confined 
henceforth during Her Majesty's pleasure. 

The faults of the play, over and above the ab- 
surdities of the last act, are patent. The authors 
have prepared us for all sorts of dramatic develop- 
ments which we do not get: the drama of Jew and 
Christian, the drama of the half-brothers, the drama 
of the implacable mother. Nevertheless, it is, I 
repeat, an interesting play: interesting from the 
strength of its situations, for the study of the 
Doctor's gradual lapse into insanity, for its natural, 
straightforward language, and, I will add, for 
the skill with which it is played. Mr. Herbert 
Waring as David, Mr. Bucklaw as Gilliatt, Miss 
Estelle Burney as Dorothy, have little to do, but do 
that little well. Mrs. Crowe brings all her old force 
and incisive diction to the part of the mother, and 
Mr. Murray Carson works out the character of Dr. 
Wendover with subtlety and a pleasing sense of the 
uncanny. Perhaps his acting is over-elaborate, a 
little too profuse in twitchings of the eye-brow and 
gibbering of the lips; but, after all, stage-lunatics 
are expected to do these things. 

An amusing little fore-piece at the Haymarket, 
The Burglar and the Judge, by Messrs. F. C. Philips 
and Charles Brooktield, has more thought in it, or, 
at any rate, is more suggestive of thought in the 
contemplative spectator, than is usually the case with 
trifles of its kind. I am half inclined, as I write, 
to delete the epithet “amusing,” for though it makes 
me laugh, I fancy the laughter is chiefly on the 
wrong side of the mouth. Judges often lecture 
burglars, but burglars seldom have the opportunity of 
lecturing judges. If they had, and happened to be 
philosophic burglars, burglars with a sense of irony, 
of the injustice of fate, the weak points of civilisation, 
and with some power of looking into judges’ hearts, 
one fears they might have several unpleasant things 
to say. Saveloy Joe is a burglar of this kind, and 
when he visits Mr. Justice Gyves in the dead of 
night he tells his lordship some remarkably plain 
truths. Moreover, by the aid of a rope’s end, he 
persuades his lordship to dance in his red robes, sing, 
drink gin, smoke a clay pipe, and perform other feats 
not usually associated with the dignity of the judicial 
bench. Having read his lordship a lesson, Joe departs 
with his lordship’s spoons and set of false teeth. 
Mr. Cyril Maude and Mr. Brookfield, as judge and 
burglar, are both very droll. There was a time— 
one chuckles at the thought—when this particular 
drollery of theirs would have insured them both a 
sound whipping and a sojourn in the pillory. 

A. B. W. 








PICTURE DEALERS. 





N the eighteenth century, and the centuries that 
preceded it, artists were visited by their patrons, 
who bought what the artist had to sell, and com- 
missioned him to paint what he was pleased to paint. 
But in our time the artist is visited by a showily 
dressed man, who comes into the studio whistling, 
his hat on the back of his head. This is the West- 
End dealer: he throws himself into an armchair, 
and if there jis nothing on the easels that appeals 
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to the uneducated eye, the dealer lectures the artist 
on his folly in not considering the exigencies of 
public taste. On public taste—that is to say, on the 
uneducated eye—the dealer is a very fine authority. 
His father was a dealer before him, and the son was 
brought up on prices, he lisped in prices, and was 
taught to reverence prices. He cannot see the pictures 
for prices,and he lies back, looking round distractedly, 
not listening to the timid, struggling artist who is 
foolishly venturing an explanation. Perhaps the 
public might come to his style of painting if he were 
to persevere. The dealer stares at the ceiling, and 
his lips recall his last evening at the music-hall. If 
the public don’t like it—why, they don’t like it, and 
the sooner the artist comes round the better. That 
is what he has to say on the subject, and, if sneers 
and sarcasm succeed in bringing the artist round to 
popular painting, the dealer buys; and when he 
begins to feel sure that the uneducated eye really 
hungers for the new man, he speaks about getting 
up a boom in the newspapers. 

The Press is in truth the great dupe; the un- 
paid jackal that goes into the highways and by- 
ways for the dealer! The stockbroker gets the 
Bouguereau, the Herkomer, the Alfred East, and the 
Dangan-Bouveret that his soul sighs for; but the 
Press gets nothing except unreadable copy, and yet 
season after season the Press falls into the snare. 
It seems only necessary for a dealer to order an 
artist to frame the contents of his sketch-book, 
and to design an invitation card—* Scenes on the 
Coast of Denmark,” sketches made by Mr. So-and- 
so during the months of June, July, and August 
—to secure half a column of a goodly number of 
London and provincial papers—to put it plainly, 
an advertisement that Reckitts or Pears or Beecham 
could not get for hundreds of pounds. One side of 
the invitation card is filled up with a specimen design, 
usually such a futile little thing as we might expect 
to find in a young lady’s sketch-book : “ Copenhagen 
at Low Tide,” “ Copenhagen at High Tide,” “ View of 
the Cathedral from the Mouth of the River,” “ The 
Hills of —-——- as seen from off the Coast.” And 
this topography every art critic will chronicle, 
and his chronicling will be printed free of charge 
amongst the leading columns of the paper. Nor is 
this the worst case. The request to notice a collec- 
tion of paintings and drawings made by the late Mr. 
So-and-so seems even more flagrant, for then there 
is no question of benefiting a young artist who 
stands in need of encouragement or recognition ; the 
show is simply a dealer’s exhibition of his ware. 
True, that the ware may be so rare and excellent that 
it becomes a matter of public interest; if so, the 
critic is bound to notice the show. But the ordinary 
show—a collection of works by a tenth-rate French 
artist—why should the Press advertise such wares 
gratis? The public goes to theatres and to flower- 
shows and to racecourses, but it does not go to these 
dealers’ shows—the dealer's friends and acquaintances 
go on private view day, and for the rest of the 
season the shop is quieter than the tobacconist’s 
next door. 

For the last month, every paper I took up 
contained glowing accounts of Messrs. Tooth’s and 
MacLean's galleries (picture dealers do not keep 
shops—they keep galleries), glowing accounts of a 
large and extensive assortment of Dangan-Bouveret, 
Bouguereau, Rosa Bonheur: very nice things in their 
way, just such things as I would take Alderman 
Samuelson to see. 

These notices, taken out in the form of legiti- 
mate advertisement, would run into hundreds of 
pounds; and I am quite at a loss to understand 
why the Press abandons so large a part of its 
revenue. Fote if the Press did not notice these 


exhibitions, the dealers would, be forced into the 
advertising columns, and when a little notice was 
published of the ware, it would be done as a little 
return—as a little encouragement for advertising, 
on the same principle as ladies’ papers publish visits 
to dressmakers. 


The present system of noticing 











Messrs. Tooth’s and not noticing Messrs. Pears’ is to 
me wholly illogical; and, to use the word which 
makes every British heart beat quicker—unbusiness- 
like. But with business I have nothing to do—my 
concern is with art; and if the noticing of dealers’ 
shows were not inimical to art, I should not have 
a word to say against the practice. Messrs. Tooth 
and MacLean trade in Salon and Academy pictures, 
so the notices the Press prints are the equivalent 
of a subvention granted by the Press for the pro- 
tection of thisform of art. If I were a statistician, it 
would interest me to turn over the files of the news- 
papers for the last fifty years and calculate how much 
Messrs. Agnew have had out of the Press in the shape 
of free advertisement. And when we think what 
sort of art this vast sum of money went to support, we 
cease to wonder at the decline of public taste. 

My quarrel is no more with Messrs. Agnew than 
it is with Messrs. Tooth and MacLean; my quarrel— 
I should say, my reprimand—is addressed to the 
Press—-to the Press that foolishly, unwittingly, not 
knowing what it was doing, threw such power 
into the hands of the dealers that our exhibitions 
are now little more than the tributaries of the 
Bond Street shop? This statement will shock many; 
but let them think, and they will see it could 
not be otherwise. Messrs. Agnew have thousands 
and thousands of pounds invested in the Academy— 
that is to say, in the works of Academicians. When 
they buy the work of anyone outside of the Academy, 
they talk very naturally of their new man to their 
friends the Academicians, and the Academicians are 
anxious to please their best customer. It was in 
some such way that Mr. Burne-Jones’s election was 
decided. For Mr. Burne-Jones was held in no 
Academic esteem. His early pictures had been 
refused at Burlington House, and he resolved never 
to send there again. For.many years he remained firm 
in his determination. In the meantime the public 
showed unmistakable signs of accepting Mr. 
Jones, whereupon Messrs. Agnew also accepted 
Mr. Jones. Mr. Jones was popular; he was better 
than popular, he stood on the verge of popularity ; 
but there was nothing like making things safe— 
Jones’s election to the Academy would do that. 
Jones’s scruples would have to be overcome; he must 
exhibit once in the Academy. The Academicians 
would be satisfied with that, Mr. Jones did exhibit in 
the Academy ; he was elected on the strength of this 
one exhibit. He has never exhibited since. These are 
the facts, confute them who may, explain them who 
can. 
It is true that the dealer cannot be got rid of —he is 
a vice inherent inour civilisation; but if the Press with- 
drew its subvention, his monopoly would be curtailed, 
and art would be recruited by new talent, at present 
submerged. Art would gradually withdraw from 
the bluster and boom of an arrogant commercialism, 
and would attain her olden dignity—that of a quiet 
handicraft. And in this great reformation only 
two classes would suffer—the art critics and the 
dealers. The newspaper proprietors would profit 
largely, and the readers of newspapers would profit 
still more largely, for they would no longer be bored 
by the publication of dealers’ catalogues expanded 
with insignificant comment. 

G. M. 


» 








THE WEEK. 





THE scene at the Lyceum on Thursday night, 
when the present generation first saw MR. IRVING'S 
King Lear, was even more brilliant than is usually the 
case at Lyceum first nights. It seemed as though 
every well-known person in London was in the house. 
Celebrities of every kind jostled against one another 
in stalls and boxes: a ROTHSCHILD rubbing shoulders 
with a South African Prime Minister, a judge ex- 
changing small talk with a poet, a lord giving up the 
seat he had taken by mistake to its rightful owner—a 
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journalist. The performance was a terribly trying 
one for Mr. Irvine. After all, King Lear is not a 
fin de siécle piece, and it can hardly have harmonised 
with the ideas of most of the eminently typical 
audience. But when the curtain fell on the intensely 
pathetic death-scene only the voice of congratulation 
was heard, both before and behind the curtain. 


THE revival is really the chief topic of the week : 
which shows after all that London is not so benighted. 
There have naturally been several references to 
BaALzAc’s use of the theme of Lear in his “ Pére 
Goriot” ; but we have not noticed any allusion to TuR- 
GUENIEFF'S similar indebtedness to SHAKESPEARE. 
Yet his “ Lear of the Steppe” is one of the most 
powerful and impressive of all his stories. It is 
more directly an inspiration from SHAKESPEARE 
than is “ Pére Goriot.” The “ Lear” is a small pro- 
prietor who renounces his rights and bestows his 
house and estate upon his daughters, only to meet 
the fate of the British king. TurGUfNIEFF implies 
that it is a picture from actual experience. Those 
who have not read this story would do well to look 
it up. The only edition in English we know, and 
that is a capital one, is published by Mr. HENRY 
Hout, of New York. 


Is it not strange, by the way, that there is no 
good edition of TURGUENIEFF published in England ? 
We mean an edition with any approach to uniformity 
and completeness, for there are several odd snips 
of him going here and there. We imagine it would 
be a good idea for one of our enterprising publishers 
to give us such an edition. He would find an excel- 
lent nucleus in Mr. HOLt’s translations, several of 
which, notwithstanding the difficulties of rendering 
TURGUENIEFF satisfactorily, are very successful, the 
version of the “ Récits d'un Chasseur” particularly 
so. When Russian novelists are so popular in 
England, the works of the master of the school 
ought to sell. We make a present of the suggestion 
to the trade at large. 


THE announcement that the ARCHBISHOP OF 
CANTERBURY has concluded arrangements with a 
Sunday paper to contribute a sermon to its pages 
every week is a remarkable symptom of the demo- 
cratisation of the Church. His Grace may be said to 
be the pioneer of this innovation so far as these 
countries are concerned, for, though it is true that 
Mr. SPURGEON used to write sermons for the Sword 
and the Trowel, yet the Sword and the Trowel was 
MR. SPURGEON’S own organ, and was a religious 
organ, whereas the Archbishop is about to make a 
pulpit of the ordinary secular press. Moreover, Mr. 
SPURGEON was not an Archbishop. The custom 
comes from America, where popular preachers like 
Dr. TALMAGE write weekly sermons for newspaper 
syndicates, and add a handsome figure to their 
income thereby. 


Ir ever a man died of the shafts of criticism it 
was poor M. HERVE, the composer. He had become 
supersensitive of recent years, and quite lately 
illness and supersensitiveness were reacting on each 
other. A fortnight ago, when the Figaro published 
a mocking notice of his Bacchante, which is now 
being performed at the Menus-Plaisirs, he was 
greatly upset, and he wrote the following somewhat 
naive letter to the editor, of which the Boulevard 
journalists made great game :— 


“ Monstevur,—C’est avec le plus pénible regret que je vous in- 
forme, qu’a partir de ce jour, je renonce 4 mon abonnement au 
Figaro. 

“ Apres l'article cruel d’Henry Fouquier et le refus de ce journal 


de me donner une réparation équitable, ce journal n’a plus la moindre 
raison de franchir le seuil du compositeur francais qui n’a jamais eu, 
probableme nt, son pareil. 
*“* Recevez, Monsieur, l’expression de mon chagrin profond. 
“ Hervé.’ 


The ridicule which this letter evoked further 





wounded the unhappy man, who was suffering from 
asthma at the time, and it no doubt helped to 
kill him. M. Fovqurer’s feelings are not to be 
envied. The episode is an admonition to toma- 
hawking critics. 


AN interesting computation of novel-writing sta- 
tistics is made this week by the Author—always 
zealous as that organ is about the affairs of the craft. 
It appears that some 1,600 novels were published 
during the past six years, or 270 novels a year. 
These 1,600 novels were written by 792 authors 
who signed their names and 130 who did not. Only 240 
of these authors met with success enough to encourage 
them to write a second time. Of these 240, fifty are 
men of the front rank, who command great popu- 
larity and an income “ which even in the profession 
of law would be called considerable”; seventy are 
men enjoying popularity enough to make their books 
“go off” in large numbers; and the remaining hun- 
dred and twenty are men who have achieved such 
a measure of success that they are encouraged to 
persevere. In all, 2,600 persons have failed as writers 
of fiction during the last eighteen years, as against 
about eighty who have succeeded well, and a hun- 
dred and twenty who have succeeded tolerably. 





OBJECTION has been taken to some rather sharp 
remarks of Mr. A. WAUGH’sS on ALEXANDER SMITH in 
his recent book on TENNYSON. TENNYSON expressed 
in a letter to SMITH his “ enjoyment and admiration ” 
of the latter’s “ Life Drama.” “In the superfluity of 
his self-conceit,” says Mr. WAvuGH, “SMITH boasted 
in public that he had received a letter of congratula- 
tion from the Laureate, ‘and had made it into a spill 
to light his pipe.’” SmirH’s contemporaries and 
admirers are asking “chapter and verse” for what 
they are inclined to regard as a grievous slander. 
Some of them hold that Mr. WaAvuGu has been male- 
volently misinformed, and that SmirH could never 
have said or done anything of the sort. But why 
might he not, and yet be as retiring and modest as 
his friends assert he was? Common-sense was one 
of Smirn's chief qualities, and he may very well have 
rebuked some circle of admirers wondering, with 
foolish faces of praise, at TENNYSON’S letter by light- 
ing, or saying he had lit, his pipe with it. SmiTH 
early gauged his own quality, and knew that his 
poetry was not one whit better after TENNYSON’S 
praise nor one whit worse after ALLINGHAM's ill- 
natured attack. We think that an attempt to teach 
others this lesson by a practical illustration of the 
kind cited, was quite in keeping with ALEXANDER 
SMitH’s character. 





Mr. WALTER BESANT has found an opportunity 
of reviewing his last novel himself. In the columns 
of a fashion weekly to which he contributes a page 
of notes he replies to an Athenceum critic who in a 
notice of six lines made five mistakes in the facts of 
Mr. BesAnt's “ Ivory Gate.” The question of course 
comes to be: How much of a novel is a novel reviewer 
expected to read before pronouncing judgment? In 
the Athenc-um for last week sixteen novels, three of 
them French, are reviewed in one article evidently 
by one writer. Will anyone hesitate to agree with 
us that this is unfair to the writer of the review, to 
the readers of it, to the novelists reviewed, and 
to the publishers of the novels? But will anybody 
suggest a remedy? The publishers and the novelists 
would regard it as a greater injustice if their books 
were not noticed at all; and if even a percentage of 
the fiction published is to receive attention it must 
be done in this cursory way—in swathes, or after 
the manner of the headmaster who, punishing his 
entire school periodically, made several boys hold 
out their hands ina bunch. If the present system 
is not to continue the only possible changes are: 
increased space for the criticism of fiction, or the 
employment of a sieve with a much larger mesh in 
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selecting books to be noticed—unless, indeed, some 
magician could wave a wand and end the plague of 
inferior fiction. The pessimist will doubtless shake 
his head and say, “ You must first end the plague of 
inferior people.” 


A VERY interesting phototype of Miss MARGARET 
THomAs’s bust of RicHARD JEFFERIES in Salisbury 
Cathedral is published with the posthumous volume 
of his essays, which appears this week under the 
title, “ Toilers of the Field’’ (LONGMANS). The most 
important portion of this volume is not exactly 
posthumous or new, though in point of fact it will 
be new to the majority of readers. This is a number 
of papers on the life of the agricultural labourer, 
contributed for the most part to Fraser's Magazine 
so far back as 1874. No more vivid, simple, and 
sympathetic account of the daily lives of these poor 
toilers of the field has ever been penned. Such 
papers as “ Field-faring Women” (which is a sort of 
“Tess of the D'Urbervilles” without the romance), 
“The Labourer’s Daily Life,” and “John Smith’s 
Shanty” deserve a permanent place in our literature 


WHEN a man publishes his own reminiscences he 
deems some kind of excuse or example necessary. 
DEAN HOLE introduces his “Memories” under the 
wing of Bishop WorpswortTH. Just as_ the 
Bishop amused himself by translating THeocriTus 
when he was weary, so DEAN HOLE undertook 
this “holiday task of an old boy,” being “too 
fond of work to be quite idle.” Mr. SANTLEY 
takes heart to publish his “ Reminiscences” by 
remembering about BENVENUTO CELLINI. CELLINI 
states plain facts concerning his artistic skill, adven- 
tures, and exploits, and so MR. SANTLEY thinks may he. 
Both of these autobiographic works are published 
by Mr. EpwaArpD ARNOLD, and both authors com- 
municate from a varied experience among all sorts 
and conditions of men much interesting and sug- 
gestive information. 


IN preparing his abridged “ Life of Darwin” 
(MurRRAY), Mr. FRANCIS DARWIN'S aim has been to 
retain as far as possible the personal traits of the 
original “Life and Letters.” In chapter four MR. 
DARWIN has given an account of his father’s manner 


of working, which he is well qualified to do, as he 


acted for eight years as his father’s assistant. 


THE first volume of Messrs. GAy & Brrp's“ Makers 
of America” is a “ Life of Christopher Columbus,” 
in which Mr. W. K. ADAMS attempts to present in 
popular form the results of the latest researches in 
regard to the discoverer’s life and work. 


THE new volume of Messrs. MACMILLAN & Co.'s 
reissue of DICKENS’s works is appropriately the 
Christmas books—all four in one volume, with the 
wonderful illustrations by LeEcH, MAcCLISE, DoYLE, 
TENNIEL, and STANFIELD. Other Christmas books 
are CANON ATKINSON'S “ Scenes in Fairyland,” illus- 
trated by C. E. Brock, and “ Days with Sir Roger de 
Coverley,” with illustrations by HuGH THomson, 
both published by Messrs. MACMILLAN ; NATHANIEL 
HAWTHORNE'S “ Wonder Book for Girls and Boys,” 
charmingly bound, with sixty coloured designs by 
WALTER CRANE; and “ The Humours of Cynicus,” a 
popular edition of MR. ANDERSON’S quaint book. 


Mr. WILLIAM HEINEMANN is to be the English 
publisher of HeEINe’s letters to his family. The 
letters, 122 in number, range from 1820 to 1855, the 
earlier ones being dated from Germany, and the 
later from Paris. The volume will contain other 
documents, including HEINE’s will. 





Iy housekeepers are in earnest in wishing to benefit the unemployed in East 
London, they should buy Bryant & May's Matches, and refuse the foreign matches 
which are depriving the workers in East London of a large amount in weekly wages, 











UNDER the colourless title of “Un Amant,” 
EMILY Bronte’s “ Wuthering Heights” has been 
translated into French. M. EmiLe FaGuer thinks 
that in her strange story EMILY BRONTE wished to 
show how a malign nature renders those about it 
not only miserable, but also malignant: there is 
contagion in the perversity of the perverse. 


Messrs. GeorGE PxHitie & Son have sent us 
“ Haddon Hall,” a large, handsome volume, contain- 
ing four dozen drawings, by Mr. W. E. Cooker, of 
various aspects and portions of this famous house. 


A WRITER on “Population” in the Edinburgh 
Review, remarking on the distribution of the foreign 
element in the United States, “blushes to write” 
that the largest proportion of natives of Great 
Britain is found in the State of Utah. “ Nowhere,” 
he says, “did the gospel of SmMirH and of BRIGHAM 
YounG find so many converts as in this country.” 
It is a reproach to this country certainly, but the 
implied comparison with other countries is surely 
beside the mark. It could not have been otherwise; 
the Mormons were an English-speaking community ; 
English was the language of their prophets and 
leaders, and of the majority of their apostles; and 
their main appeal in the Old World was made to 
Great Britain. 


Our Copenhagen correspondent writes:—*‘ Not 
only Danish editors, but also Danish authors, have 
some trouble in ‘drawing the line, and M. NELLE- 
MANN, the Minister of Justice, is not a man to be trifled 
with when he considers the public morals in danger. 
GusTAV WILD, one of the most advanced of the 
younger Danish writers, is at present undergoing a 
sentenceof fourteen days’ imprisonment, on ‘ordinary 
prison fare,’ inflicted by the Highest Court, for 
having outraged M. Nellemann’s feelings of decency 
and decorum.” 


AMONG the deaths announced since our last issue 
are those of the DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH; the Hon. 
Sir JAMES MACBAIN, K.C.M.G., President of the 
Legislative Council of Victoria; Sir JouN MORPHETT, 
formerly Speaker and afterwards Chairman of the 
Legislative Council of South Australia, and an 
ex-Minister of the Colony; M. MAssicavtt, 
Minister-Resident of France at Tunis; M. CAUBET, 
French Consul-General in London; Mr. ALDER- 
MAN RAMSDEN, a prominent citizen and ex-Mayor of 
Halifax; Mr. SAMUEL BRANDRAM, the well-known 
reciter; the Rev. A. H. WRaATISLAW, a Slavonic 
scholar of distinction, who had been I|chester lecturer 
at Oxford; Mr. JAMES PLANT, F.G.S., a well-known 
geologist; Mr. EpwARD GRAVES, chief engineer of 
the Post Office; Mr. J. C. STEELE, Medical Superin- 
tendent of Guy’s Hospital; Mr. THeoporge W. CHILD, 
the well-known American author; and M. FLORIMOND 
RoGeEr, better known as M. HERVE®, the well-known 
composer of opera-bouffe, who is said to have been 
killed by an adverse criticism of his work. 








THE CONFLICT OF NATIONALITIES IN 
THE EAST. 
ate . 





CONSTANTINOPLE, October 27th. 

HE apparently endless conflict of nationalities in 

the East has been brought to the notice of the 
world again, within a few weeks, by the school 
troubles in Bulgaria and by the statement of Sir 
Charles Dilke that there was imminent danger of 
war between Bulgaria and Servia. 

I see no ground whatever for this last prediction, 
nor for the general pessimistic notion that the peace 
of Europe is likely to be disturbed, without the con- 
sent of the Great Powers, by some unexpected out- 
break in the Balkan Peninsula. Any one of these 
Powers could bring about such an outbreak if it 
wished, but such outbreaks are never so spontaneous 
in the East as they appear. This is true of both the 
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Turks and the Christians. Every apparently popular 
outbreak of fanaticism among the Turks since the 
Crimean War has been the work of the Turkish 
Government, and has been proved to be so whenever 
it has been investigated by the European Powers— 
as in the case of the Lebanon massacres. The attempt 
at insurrection, which was the excuse for the 
Bulgarian massacres, was directly fostered and 
encouraged by the Turkish Government, as well as 
by Russia. So of every outbreak that has taken 
place in this part of the world since I have lived 
here. There has always been some government be- 
hind it. It has never originated with the people. 

But it may be said that the danger now is with 
the governments of the small states. I see no such 
danger. There are serious and responsible govern- 
ments in all these states, unless it be in Servia, and 
even there they realise that they can do nothing 
without the consent of Austria, unless they can be 
sure of the active support of Russia. These govern- 
ments are more or less restless, and are sometimes 
inclined to try experiments to test the policy of the 
Great Powers, but they know perfectly well that they 
can do nothing without at least the moral support 
of some Great Power. They are forced to be very 
conservative in their action. They need to be 
watched— not on account of anything which they are 
likely to do by themselves, but because they are so 
situated, and have such ambitions and jealousies 
that they can be used by others to disturb the peace 
of Europe and bring on a general war. So long as 
this is not desired in any great capital in Europe 
there will be no serious trouble in these small states. 

Even the conflict of nationalities, which is the 
chief source of these ambitions and jealousies, and 
in general the great bane of the East, is due in part 
to foreign influence. It has been fostered and 
encouraged by the Turkish Sultans ever since the 
capture of Constantinople. It was kindled into new 
life by the influence of France in the Franco-Austrian 
war in Italy, and has been kept up as a means of 
political influence by all the European Powers. 
National rivalries exist all over the world, and it is 
no evidence of any excessive development of natural 
depravity that they exist here, nor is it, on the other 
hand, necessary to put all the responsibility of them 
upon foreign influence. We can neither altogether 
excuse, nor altogether condemn, these unfortunate 
nationalities for the conflict which exists between 
them, but we can heartily deplore it. 

The Greek school question in Bulgaria was an 
unfortunate and characteristic manifestation of it. 
There are only about 70,000 Greeks in the country, 
and every consideration of personal interest should 
lead them to learn Bulgarian and identify them- 
selves with their country, but they are exhorted by 
the Greeks outside to keep themselves separate, and 
they have not forgotten their old assumption of 
superiority. On the other hand, it is for the interest 
of the Bulgarians to conciliate their Greek fellow- 
citizens in every honourable way, but they cannot for- 
get the time when theGreek Patriarch ruled over them, 
and used all his power to destroy their nationality and 
language, when Bulgarian was a forbidden tongue 
in both school and church. There is no doubt but 
that the action of the Bulgarian Minister of Public 
Instruction in this case was a mistake, and the 
Government has recognised this fact in repudiating 
it; but the truth is that both parties are not only in 
the wrong, but both acting in opposition to their 
own real interests. . 

In itself this question is of little importance to 
the outside world—we are neither Bulgarians nor 
Greeks—but the English people at least take a deep 
interest in the prosperity of both, and of the other 
nationalities of the East as well. We regret such 
conflicts as these, and are always asking ourselves 
whether there is never to be an end of them. I fear 
that we of the present generation shall never live 
to see it. These national and religious prejudices 
are too deeply rooted to be easily destroyed. Foreign 
Powers find them too convenient for their own 





purposes to discouragethem. We mustrecognise them 
and take them into account in all our calculations ; 
they are certain to play a great part in the events 
of the coming years, but there is still another side to 
the question. As the unsettled political situation of 
these countries tends to promote these conflicts, and 
leads politicians, native as well as foreign, to en- 
courage them for their own ends, so do they tend to 
disappear under settled and well-established govern- 
ment. If real solid peace ever comes to these dis- 
tracted lands, if the Eastern Question is ever fairly 
and wisely settled, these conflicts will cease. When 
they meet on neutral ground these nationalities 
respect one another, and live in peace. In Robert 
College at Constantinople, for example, all these 
nationalities and religions are represented. They 
occupy rooms together; they eat at the same table ; 
they study in the same classes; they meet constantly 
on terms of absolute equality ; and they live together 
in peace and harmony. So in business—differences 
of nationality and religion are forgotten in the more 
immediate and absorbing considerations of personal 
interest. 

A long and intimate acquaintance with these 
nationalities leads me to look forward with much 
hopefulness to the practical cessation of these con- 
flicts in the new Christian states as they become 
more settled and their boundaries are defined ; but 
it is not so easy to foresee the fate of Asiatic Turkey. 
Greeks and Armenians may possibly forget their 
differences, but can they ever live in harmony with 
the Mohammedan races under the rule of a Caliph? 
I do not think they can. To a Caliph the Christian 
must always be an infidel dog, however loyal or 
useful he may be as a subject. And under sucha 
ruler the conflict must always go on. If we could 
imagine a Turkish Sultan who was not a Caliph, but 
a civil ruler, and who ruled impartially over all his 
subjects, there might be peace, prosperity, and 
general content in his kingdom; but with a popula- 
tion like that of Asia Minor there would always be 
danger of an outbreak of religious or national feel- 
ing, which only a very wise, just, and powerful 
Government could control. 

As the Sultan is not likely to resign the Caliphate 
and establish a model government in Asiatic Turkey, 
I fear that the conflict of nationalities beyond the 
Bosphorus is destined to go on and increase in bitter- 
ness; but on this side there is hope, and every true 
friend of these new states should exert all his in- 
fluence in the interest of peace and mutual respect. 

The relations of Turkey, Bulgaria, and Russia 
remain unchanged. The Turkish reply to the Russian 
note on the reception of M. Stambouloff is concilia- 
tory, but changes nothing. Prince Ferdinand had no 
intention of coming to Constantinople before he was 
recognised, and the Sultan had no intention of 
acting on this question independently of the Powers, 
although he did not hesitate to say that he would be 
glad to do so. He did not object to the account of 
his interview with M. Stambouloff which was 
published at the time in the official paper at Sofia, 
nor is there any chance of his preventing the 
publication of the Russian diplomatic papers now in 
the possession of the Bulgarian Government, of the 
genuineness of which there can be no doubt. 








EWEN MURRAY’S SWIM. 


WEN MURRAY had his farm on the Madawaska 

‘4 River. A gentleman born himself, from the 
Perthshire Highlands, he bad emigrated, like most 
younger sons of our time, and had taken up land by 
the head-waters of the Ottawa. His homestead lay 
half-hidden in one of the granite combes that lurk 
between the ice-worn summits of the Laurentians. 
"Tis a bleak, wild land of interlacing lakes and moun- 
tain ranges, the last basal wreck of a very ancient 
Alpine chain, worn down by wind and rain, and 
glacier and torrent, till nothing now remains of its 
jagged sierras save the bare stumps of prehistoric 
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Jungfraus and Matterhorns. The vast sheet of ice 
that once enveloped half America has passed re- 
morselessly over the face of that land, planing down 
its granite peaks to a smooth round surface, and 
leaving them at last a mighty maze of undulating 
rock-waves, their crests rising high in long ridges of 
polished gneiss, their troughs sinking down to clear 
upland tarns that nestle amid the intervening 
hollows. Low pinewood alternates on the ridges 
with rounded slopes of naked rock; in the valleys 
between, innumerable lakes, studded with craggy 
islets, and connected by swift streams, form a 
tangled network of intricate waterways, through 
whose labyrinth a canoe can wind its tortuous path 
among unpeopled wastes from the tributaries of the 
St. Lawrence to the Manitoba rivers. 

Ewen Murray's farm stood close to the bank of 
one such beautiful lakelet, lost in the profound 
hollow of an ice-worn basin. All round the water's 
edge a fringe of bogland girt in the little tarn: its 
rich black soil was starred with white cups of the 
northern calla; cardinal-flowers raised their glowing 
scarlet heads from the shallow reaches. "Twas a 
lovely spot to which to bring a bride, but a very 
lonely one, and Ewen had some compunctions at 
bringing Elsie there. Still, other men brought their 
wives to places just as wild; indeed, few but 
Canadians know in what dreary wildernesses many 
a daintily nurtured English lady is compelled to 
spend her life in solitary exile. 

For Ewen was out on his farm the greater part 
of each day ; and even when work was over, and the 
horses let loose, he often paddled the birch-bark 
canoe across the placid lake to the landing at the 
far side, whence a trail through the woods led off 
direct to the nearest station of the Canadian Pacific 
Railway. There, after the fashion of the land, at 
the Dew Drop Inn (as it facetiously styled itself), 
he would stand drinks for an hour or two to all 
and sundry, or share the similar indiscriminate hos- 
pitality of the host of the evening. On such 
occasions poor Elsie dreaded his return, or, at least, 
awaited it with trembling anxiety. Not that Ewen 
Murray was at bottom a bad-hearted fellow; he 
loved his little wife in his easy-going way, and did 
all he could to relieve her loneliness. But the saloon 
at the station was Ewen's club: to go there formed 
his one chance of male society ; and when once he 
got inside, he acted as all the rest of the men did: 
He never disgraced himself, indeed, by returning 
quite drunk, but a faithful historian could hardly 
pretend to believe he always returned exactly sober. 

On one such evening, towards the end of June, 
Ewen had paddled across rather early with a boon 
companion, and had met at the saloon a new-comer, 
fresh from over-sea, and anxious to prove his good- 
fellowship by a lavish expenditure. The glasses 
went round merrily; strange oaths flew fast; the 
oldest settlers told their tallest tales of the days 
when “bars” abounded, and “ painters” were still 
common objects of the country. Even the station- 
master had seen wapiti deer pushed aside by the 
cow-catcher ; yet he was but a two-year-old institu- 
tion himself; for when the line was first opened, as 
Jim Smith could mind well, a red flag on a shelf was 
the sole staff of the depét; if a passenger from the 
clearings wished to come aboard, why, he just held 
out the flag, and waved it frantically as the engine 
approached, in hopes of attracting the driver's atten- 
tion. With such backwoods talk, a fair proportion 
of which came tolerably near the truth, they spent 
the early part of that summer evening. 

Ewen Murray and his friend Dick, however, 
returned betimes to the shore of the little lake, 
where their canoe was awaiting them; for Elsie had 
waved them a last “ Don’t be late!” with her small 
white handkerchief. It was a delicious evening; 
Ewen had not taken quite too much old Bourbon to 
be capable of appreciating it. The afterglow, like 
a cunning artist, still spread crimson and purple 
glories on the rounded outlines of the granite hills. 
The bare trunks of burnt trees upon the distant 














sky-line stood etched out in solemn black against 
a molten gold background. The heron, as he rose 
from the reeds of the marsh, flapped his wings like 
an ibis in flaming red against the eastern horizon. 
A multitudinous hum of insects filled the summer 
air. The loud laugh of the loon and the deep 
droning of the bull-frogs made music with the shrill 
monotone of the katydids and the cicadas. Fish 
leaped plashing from the silent waters. Stars came 
out overhead, and fireflies, to rival them, flitted 
planet-like over the boggy margin. But away 
across the lake a solitary light in the wee farm- 
house window where Elsie sat alone gave Ewen a 
passing twinge of regret and remorse. How could 
he leave her so lonely? He steered straight for that 
beacon with his one Indian paddle dexterously re- 
versed. He really must make up his mind in future 
never to go away in the evenings from Elsie. 

Half-way across the tarn a mosquito-hawk 
screamed. It was a scream of terror. Ewen looked 
up at it suddenly. At the very same moment a 
bald-headed eagle bore down with a swoop upon the 
lesser marauder. Dick jumped to his feet and 
stared. He was too far gone to sit still. That 
movement was fatal. A birch-bark canoe is pic- 
turesque and rapid, but its equilibrium is unstable. 
With a sudden lurch the frail boat overturned, and 
left them struggling in the chilly water. 

That was not all, either. They were nearing the 
lower end of the mountain lake, where it emptied 
itself by a rapid into the rushing Madawaska. Before 
they knew what was happening, the current had 
seized the light canoe and whirled it away out of 
sight; they were swimming for dear life towards 
the nearest landing-place. 

In a moment Ewen recognised the hopelessness 
of the situation. He was a very poor swimmer; but 
that was not the worst of it. The shore thereabouts 
was encumbered with a thick sheet of soft and 
clinging mud, so full of dead roots and strings of 
grass that unless you knew the exact spots to land 
upon, you would be entangled in the ooze as in a 
living quicksand. Nevertheless, Ewen struggled on, 
breasting the water as best he might, with his eyes 
fixed on that window where Elsie sat awaiting him. 
For her sake he must struggle through! He struggled 
hard accordingly. As for Dick, a stronger man, and 
well used to adventures, he swam on for his own 
skin towards the likeliest landing-place. All at once 
a great horror seized on Ewen. He felt himself 
going under. He had swum his furthest. But it 
was not of his life he thought: it was something far 
more serious. With an effort he raised his head, 
and shouted loud across the water. “ Dick, Dick!” 
he cried in his agony, “ for God’s sake tell my wife I 
was sober!” 

The other man looked back. “ All right!” he 
answered hoarsely, for he had drunk far the deeper 
of the two, though the cold water was now sobering 
him. “Don’t be afraid, man! Would you die with 
a lie on your lips?” And laughing a hateful laugh, 
he swam on resolutely. 

But Ewen gave it up. “For God's sake tell her!” 
he cried ; then he laid his head on the water and let 
himself float on his back. Sink or swim, he had 
struck his last stroke. Not even for Elsie’s sake 
could he make one more effort ; though he cduldn’t 
bear to think she might fancy he was drunk when 
he upset the canoe. What torture for her through 
all her years to believe her husband had lost his life 
in a drunken frolic! 

How long he lay there and floated he hardly 
knew; certainly for some minutes. The water 
passed over his face, he gasped and lost conscious- 
ness. Then suddenly a piercing shriek recalled him 
to himself. He turned over and looked. It was 
Dick who was drowning! 

But it wasn’t for Dick himself he cared; Dick 
might have drowned at his leisure, and no remorse, 
as far as Ewen’s feelings went that minute. But if 
Dick drowned, then there would be nobody to carry 
his last message home to Elsie! For one second in 
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his life, the very best that ever lay in the back- 
ground of Ewen Murray’s soul surged up in full 
force to the front and the surface. New vigour 
came upon him. Die where he lay, and let Elsie 
think he had died in drunken helplessness? Oh no; 
God forbid! Though to save his own life he couldn't 
swim another stroke, to save Elsie from that 
torture, that disgrace, that misery, he would and 
could strike out! He must swim ashore and save 
her ! 

With a fierce wild effort, stung by remorse, he 
turned and began once more to battle with the 
water. Dick was struggling in the mud, unable to 
extricate himself. Ewen swam towards him madly. 
He reached him, and held out his arm. The strong 
man clung to the extended hand like a child, and 
encumbered Ewen with his purposeless struggles. 
But Ewen was swimming now with superhuman 
strength, for he was swimming for Elsie. Remorse 
and repentance gave fresh energy to his limbs. He 
struck out like one inspired; he dragged Dick after 
him, he hardly knew how; he fought the clogging 
mud as a man might fight a living antagonist. And 
the mud fought hard for its victim in return; its 
honour was at stake; slimy arms of ooze seemed to 
rise and wind round him. But after a few minutes, the 
bafiled morass was forced to slink back and confess 
itself beaten. With arms and legs and feet and 
body, Ewen elbowed his way ashore as a strong 
man elbows his way, regardless of others, through a 
crowd of street-loiterers. Gasping and breathless, he 
shook himself on the bank to get rid of the mud 
that still clogged his movements; then he laid Dick 
by his side, more dead than alive, on the grass of 
the margin. 

“T wanted you to know I was sober, Elsie,” he 
said simply, when he told her the tale half an hour 
later. And sober he was, from that day forth. For 
that was the last time Ewen Murray ever went to 
the saloon at the station on the Canadian Pacific. 

GRANT ALLEN. 








LETTER TO THE EDITOR. 





MR. CHAMBERLAIN AND THE LIBERAL 
PARTY. 

Srr,—What funny people you Moderate Liberals are ! 
When Mr. Chamberlain is doing useful work in leading a Tory 
Government along in (more or less) Democratic ways you abuse 
him like a fishwife. When he puts forward a reactionary, un- 

ractical, feebly-conceived, badly-argued, and altogether ridicu- 
ous labour programme you kindly say that a good many of his 
suggestions are not at all bad, and that you have all along 
approved them. Now outside Mr. Chamberlain’s proposals on 
eight hours, which the Moderate Liberal doesn’t accept, there 
isn’t a single article in his programme which has not been 
riddled with destructive criticism, and does not show him to be 
after all a rather half-baked politician. Yet every orthodox 
Liberal paper from the Speaker to the Manchester Guardian 
awards him a tepid approval, which, if he had happened to be an 
orthodox Gladstonian, would have been turned into eestatic 
admiration. And if you would you might have smashed your 
most dangerous opponent for many a long day. 

Now what are we young Radicals to do with you? We 
clearly can’t teach you anything, for you won't study anything. 
You are rank Individualists one minute, and rank Socialists the 
next; you will catch on to any cry that you think popular, but 
you have no more notion of hitting the psychological moment 
than you have of flying. Your only idea is Gladstone-worship, 
which is as bad for you as for the great man whom you usually 
misunderstand. We give you up!—Yours faithfully, but sorrow- 
fully, H. W. Massrneuam. 
[Really ! We hope that Mr. Massingham, having “given up” 

the Liberal party, will be able to devote a little of his time 
to his protégé, Mr. Keir Hardie, who seems alone to repre- 
sent his views in Parliament.— Ep. SPEAKER. } 


MAN AND BEAST. 





ed BEAST is a beast, and a man is a man,” cried Citizen 


Number One; 
“ But what is the life of a lamb, forsooth, compared with the 
life of my son?” 





So the lamb was killed, and the strong man spilled the vicarious 
victim’s blood, 

Which proclaimed its pain in a scarlet stain on the walls and the 
doors of wood. 


“A man is a man, and a beast is a beast,” cried Citizen Number 
Two; 

“ But the pain of the brute is as bad for him as your suffering is 
for you!” 

So he sheathed the knife and he spared the life, and the animals 
ventured near, 

And looked up in his face with a trustful grace untouched by a 
shade of fear. 


Then a wail arose in the dead of the night, “ The first-born, alas, 
is dead!” 

And the Second Citizen mourned for his child with ashes upon 
his head ; 

But the First One eried, “The dumb creature died that the 
plague might pass over us: 

Though Death’s arm was bared, yet my son was spared on the 
night of the Exodus.” 

ELLEN THORNEYCROFT FOWLER. 








A LITERARY CAUSERIE. 


Tue SPEAKER OFFIce, 
Friday, November 11th, 1892. 

\ R. GILBERT PARKER'S book of Canadian tales, 
a “ Pierre and His People” (Methuen & Co.), has 
delighted us for more than one reason. To begin 
with, the tales themselves are remarkable, and the 
language in which they are told, though at times it 
overshoots the mark by a long way and offends by 
what I may call an affected virility, is always dis- 
tinguished. You feel that Mr. Parker considers his 
sentences, not letting his bolts fly at a venture, but 
aiming at his effects deliberately. It is the trick of 
promising youth to shoot high and send its phrases 
in parabolic curves over the target. But a slight 
wildness of aim is easily corrected, and to see the 
target at all is a more conspicuous merit than the 
public imagines. Now Mr. Parker sees his target 
steadily ; he has a thoroughly good notion of what 
a short story ought to be: and more than two or 
three stories in his book are as good as can be. 


But to me the most pleasing quality in the book 
is its open-air flavour. Here is yet another young 
author, and one of the most promising, joining the 
healthy revolt against the workshops. Though for 
my sins I have to write criticism now and then, and 
use the language of the workshops, I may claim to 
be one of the rebels, having chosen to pitch a small 
tent far from cities and to live out of doors: and it 
rejoices me to see the movement growing, as it 
undoubtedly has grown during the last few years, 
and find yet one more of the younger men refusing, 
in Mr. Stevenson’s words, to cultivate restaurant 
fat, to fall in mind “to a thing perhaps as low as 
many types of bowrgeois—the implicit or exclusive 
artist.” London is an alluring dwelling-place for an 
author, even for one who desires to write about the 
country. He is among the paragraph-writers, and 
his reputation swells as a cucumber under glass. 
Being in sight of the newspaper men, he is also in 
their mind. His prices will stand higher than if he 
go out into the wilderness. Moreover, he has there 
the stimulating talk of the masters in his profession, 
and will be apt to think that his intelligence is 
developing amazingly, whereas in fact he is develop- 
ing all on one side; and the end of him is—the 
Exclusive Artist :— 

“ When the flicker of London sun falls faint on the Club-room’s 

green and gold, 

The sons of Adam sit them down and scratch with their pens in 
the mould— 

They scratch with their pens in the mould of their graves and the 
ink and the anguish start, 


For the Devil mutters behind the leaves; ‘It’s pretty, but is it 
Art ?’” 
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The spirit of our revolt is indicated clearly 
enough on that page of Mr. Stevenson’s “ Wrecker,” 
from which I have already quoted a phrase :— 


“That was a home word of Pinkerton’s, deserving to be writ 
in letters of gold on the portico of every School of Art: ‘ What 
I can’t see is why you should want to do nothing else.’ The 
dull man is made, not by the nature, but by the degree of his 
immersion in a single business. And all the more if that be 
sedentary, uneventful, and ingloriously safe. More than half of 
him will then remain unexercised and undeveloped ; the rest will be 
distended and deformed by over-nutrition, over-cerebration and 
the heat of rooms. And I have often marvelled at the impudence 
of gentlemen who describe and pass judgment on the life of man, 
in almost perfect ignorance of all its necessary elements and 
natural careers. Those who dwell in clubs and studios may paint 
excellent pictures or write enchanting novels. There is one 
thing that they should not do: they should pass no judgment on 
man’s destiny, for it is a thing with which they are unacquainted. 
Their own life is an excrescence of the moment, doomed, in the 
vicissitude of history, to pass and disappear. The eternal life of 
man, spent under sun and rain and in rude physical effort, lies 
upon one side, scarce changed since the beginning.” 





A few weeks ago our novelists were discussing 
the reasons why they were novelists and not play- 
wrights. The discussion was sterile enough, in all 
conscience: but one contributor—it was “ Lucas 
Malet”—managed to make it clear that English 
fiction has a character to lose. “If there is one 
thing,” she said, “ which as a nation we understand, 
it is out-of-doors by land and sea.” Heaven forbid 
that, with only one Atlantic between me and Mr, 
W. D. Howells, I should enlarge upon any merit of 
the English novel: but I do suggest that this open- 
air quality is a characteristic worth preserving, and 
that nothing is so likely to efface it as the talk of 
workshops. It is worth preserving because it tends 
to keep us in sight of the elemental facts of human 
nature. After all, men and women depend for 
existence on the earth and on the sky that makes 
earth fertile; and man’s last act will be, as it was 
his first, to till the soil. All empires, cities, tumults, 
civil and religious wars, are transitory in comparison. 
The slow toil of the farm-labourer, the endurance of 
the seaman, outlast them all. 


That studio-talk tends to deaden this sense of the 
open air is just as certain. It runs not upon Nature, 
but upon the presentation of Nature. I am almost 
ready to assert that it injures a critic as surely as it 
spoils a creative writer. Certainly I remember that 
the finest appreciation of Carlyle—a man whom every 
critic among English-speaking races had picked to 
pieces and discussed and reconstructed a score of 
times—was left to be uttered by an inspired loafer 
in Camden, New Jersey. I love to read of Whit- 
man dropping the newspaper that told him of 
Carlyle’s illness, and walking out under the stars 
—‘every star dilated, more vitreous, larger than 
usual. Not as in some clear nights when the 
larger stars entirely outshine the rest. Every 
little star or cluster just as distinctly visible 
and just as high. Berenice’s hair showing every 
gem, and new ones. To the north-east and north 
the Sickle, the Goat and Kids, Cassiopeia, Castor and 
Pollux, and the two Dippers. While through the 
whole of this silent indescribable show, inclosing and 
bathing my whole receptivity, ran the thought of 
Carlyle dying.” 





In such a mood and place—not in a club after a 
dinner unearned by exercise—a man is likely, if ever, 
to utter great criticism as well as to conceive great 
poems. It is from such a mood and place that we 
may consider the following fine passage fitly to 
issue :— 

** The way to test how much he has left his country were to consider, 
‘or try to consider, for a moment the array of British thought, the 
resultant ensemble of the last fifty years, as existing to-day, but with 
Carlyle left out. It would be likean army with no artillery. The show 
were still a gay and rich one—Byron, Scott, Tennyson, and many more 
—horsemen and rapid infantry, and banners flying—but the last heavy 











roar so dear to the ear of the trained soldier, and that settles fate and 


victory, would be lacking.” 





For critic and artist, as for their fellow-creatures, 
I believe an open-air life to be the best possible. 
And that is why I am glad to read in certain 
newspaper paragraphs that Mr. Gilbert Parker is at 
this moment on the wide seas, and bound for Quebec, 
where he starts to collect material for a new series 
of short stories. His voyage will loose him, in all 
likelihood, from the little he retains of club art, and 
another young artist will stand free of the traditions 
that have oppressed us since Thackeray died. 


Of course, a certain proportion of our novelists 
must write of town life: and to do this fitly they 
must live in town. But it must be the town itself, 
not aclub. Before anyone quotes Dickens against 
me, let him reflect, first on the immensity of Dickens’ 
genius, and next on the conditions under which 
Dickens studied London. If every book be a part of 
its writer's autobiography I invite the youthful 
author who now passes his evenings in swapping 
views about Art with his fellow cockneys to pause 
and reflect if he is indeed treading in Dickens’ foot- 
steps or stands in any path likely to lead him to 
results such as Dickens achieved. A. T. Q. C. 








REVIEWS. 





A BUILDER OF EMPIRE. 


Str Georce Grey. 
Hutchinson & Co. 


Two vols. London: 


Lire AND Times oF 

\ R. REES’ volumes contain the record of a 
iV. curiously many-sided and interesting career. 
Soldier, explorer, scientist, scholar, statesman, 
Resident at King George’s Sound, Governor of 
South Australia, twice Governor of New Zealand, 
twice Governor of Cape Colony, and finally Prime 
Minister of New Zealand, the life of Sir George 
Grey is a fascinating study to all who care to 
learn the methods of Empire building. Born in 
1812, educated at Sandhurst, Sir George Grey, follow- 
ing his father’s profession, joined the 83rd regiment 
in 1830. After service in Glasgow and Dublin, he 
volunteered in 1836 to explore the north-west coast 
of Australia. His offer was accepted, leave was 
granted him, and he was placed in command of an 
expedition sent from England in 1837. He made 
two journeys through this part of Australia under 
circumstances of great difficulty and danger. He 
and his party suffered the extremes of hunger and 
thirst and every kind of privation; they were 
fiercely attacked by the natives, one of whom Grey 
was compelled to shoot in self-defence. In view of 
the constant interest in native races shown in his 
later career, Grey’s comments on this incident are an 
instructive contrast to the views too often held by 
Englishmen on such matters. He describes the scene 
as “like a horrid dream.” “I already felt deeply,” 
he says, “the death of him I had been compelled to 
shoot, and I believe that when a fellow creature 
falls by one’s hand even in a single combat rendered 
inevitable in self-defence, it is impossible not sin- 
cerely to regret the force of so cruel a necessity.” 
His goodwill towards natives was still more strongly 
exemplified, when after the termination of his second 
journey of exploration, he wasfor a short time, in 1839, 
Resident at King George’s Sound. Here again the 
care of the natives engaged his attention, and he 
determined to make an effort to secure their con- 
fidence and to lead them from their nomadic 
savagery to a settled occupation. He offered them 
the simplest kind of work, and employed them on 
road-making. He found them incapable of receiving 
the idea of waiting any time for the reward of their 
labour. He, therefore, paid them twice a day, and 
found his method completely successful. All through 
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his career he held the principle in his dealings with 
native races that a speedy and immediate reward 
for work actually done, with a prospect of further 
reward in the near future, was a certain avenue of 
success. Returning to England in 1840, he was 
almost at once, and when only twenty-eight years 
old, asked to undertake the office of Governor of 
South Australia, which in 1845 he quitted at the 
earnest request of Lord Stanley to assume for 
the first time the Governorship of New Zealand. 
The whole tone of Lord Stanley's letter was most 
flattering to Sir George Grey. He speaks of “the 
repeated testimonials I have borne of the value of 
your public service in administrating the Govern- 
ment of South Australia,” and then proceeds to offer 
him in New Zealand “a responsibility which it seems 
impossible for me to narrow.” 

Affairs in New Zealand were in a critical state. As 
usual, the Colonial Office had made every possible mis- 
take in its treatment of the new Colony. As Mr. 
Rusden points out in his history of New Zealand, “ the 
Government position was illogical. It had claimed 
New Zealand through Cook's discoveries, and had 
saluted a national Maori flag. It had appointed 
magistrates at the Bay of Islands in 1814, and had 
subsequently declared that New Zealand was not 
within His Majesty’s dominions. It passed a law in 
1817 to punish crimes in New Zealand. It had in 
1832 appointed a Resident without power, and in 1838 
had resolved to appoint a Consul.” Lord John 
Russell at the Colonial Office was of opinion “ that 
New Zealand was by solemn Acts of Parliament and 
of the king recognised as a substantive and inde- 
pendent State.” By the Treaty of Waitangi, in 1840, 
the native chiefs had ceded the sovereignty of New 
Zealand to the English Crown ; but this they did on 
the express condition stated in Article 2 of the treaty, 
that the Crown guaranteed them “a full, exclusive, 
and undisturbed possession of their lands and estates, 
forests, fisheries, and other properties, which they 
may collectively and individually possess so long as 
it is their wish and desire to retain the same in their 
possession.” Article 3 imparted to them all the 
rights and privileges of British subjects. Unfor- 
tunately, however, Lord John Russell, while approv- 
ing the Treaty of Waitangi, had formally recognised 
the New Zealand Land Company, which professed to 
have bought large tracts of land from the natives 
on the most shaky titles. The Company demanded 
that their claims to land should be ratified. 
Captain Hobson, one of Grey’s predecessors who 
had signed the Treaty of Waitangi, refused their 
request, very rightly considering it as equivalent to 
a breach of the treaty. Meantime constant conflicts 
were arising between the natives and the agents of 
the company, caused by their high-handed attempt 
to take possession of lands which the natives declared 
they had never sold. Grey on his arrival found a 
part of the country in open war against the white 
man, and the affairs of the Colony in the utmost 
confusion. In two months the whole aspect of 
affairs was changed. Grey vigorously put down the 
rebellion and completely gained the confidence and 
affection of the natives, first by assuring them that 
the Treaty of Waitangi should be strictly observed, 
and afterwards by enrolling a force of native police 
and by the creation of native magistrates. For the 
first time in New Zealand the Governor absolutely 
asserted the sovereignty of the Queen not only over 
New Zealand generally, but as between Maori and 
Maori. . 

“The Maoris,” he wrote, “shall be protected in 
all their properties and possessions, and no one shall 
be allowed to take anything from them or to injure 
them; nor will I allow Maoris to injure one another. 
An end must be put to deeds of violence and blood.” 
This uncompromising declaration of authority, Grey's 
success in war, and his evident desire to promote 
their interests, captivated the Maoris, nor was any- 
thing wanting by the Governor to assure them of 
his favourable intentions. He learned their language, 
studied their mythology, established schools among 





them, and in every way sought to win and to retain 
their confidence. Mr. Rees gives us an amusing 
instance of his tact and resource. One great chief 
refused to allow roads to be made in his territory, 
and persisted in his refusal until the Governor pre- 
sented a horse and carriage to the chief's young and 
favourite wife, upon which, to please her, the old 
warrior immediately set about making a passable 
road through previously inaccessible country. Grey 
derived great assistance from his life-long friend 
Bishop Selwyn. On his appointment as Governor of 
New Zealand, Mr. Gladstone had written him warmly 
commending the Bishop's “ardent piety,” and ex- 
pressing the hope that he and Grey might find it 
possible to work together. Mr. Gladstone's hopes 
were realised. The two became firm friends and 
allies. They travelled together all over New Zealand 
and over much of the Pacific. It was during these 
journeys that Grey conceived the idea of declaring a 
British protectorate over the whole of the Pacific ; 
he foresaw that the advent of other European 
Powers would be a frequent cause of quarrel be- 
tween them and our Australian Colonies, and he 
knew that at that time no opposition would have 
been offered to the carrying out of the scheme he 
proposed, while the islanders themselves, as they 
have always been, were willing and anxious to be 
placed under the protection of Great Britain. Bishop 
Selwyn fully shared Grey’s views on this point. 
But the ignorance of Downing Street was invincible. 
They scoffed at the notion of an Island Empire, with 
the result that to-day France and Germany and 
Spain are our neighbours in the Pacific, that there is 
a huge French convict station within a few days’ sail 
of Australia, and that the presence of these various 
Powers in the Pacific is a perpetual source of dis- 
quiet and dispute. The affairs of New Guinea, New 
Caledonia, the New Hebrides, Samoa, Tonga, and 
Fiji, would never have troubled us had Grey’s far- 
sighted policy been carried out. One of the boldest 
of the many bold actions of Sir George Grey's official 
life was to take upon himself to suspend the opera- 
tion of the Act of the Imperial Parliament conferring 
the Constitution on New Zealand. Grey felt it was 
an Act which destroyed the rights of natives in 
their lands, and practically abrogated the Treaty 
of Waitangi. He therefore suspended its operation 
and. wrote a vigorous protest against the new 
Constitution, backed up by protests from Bishop 
Selwyn and the Chief Justice Sir William Martin. 
The English Government’s estimate of Sir George 
Grey's judgment was so high that they accepted his 
protest, excused his action, and passed a Bill to 
suspend their own Act for five years, during which 
time Grey was empowered to raise such a Constitu- 
tion as he pleased in New Zealand. In 1853 Sir 
George Grey left New Zealand. The news of his 
departure was received with universal regret by all 
but the land speculators and their friends. Mr. 
Rees gives a translation of the touching address 
presented by the Maoris. They conclude their 
address—“ You have been as one of the ministers 
of the Church, therefore we call you by these 
names: the Peacemaker, the Honourable, the 
Friendly One, the Loving One, the Kind One, 
the Director, the Protector, the Far Famed One, 
the Lifter Up, and the Father. Although we 
heard of your projected departure, we thought, 
nevertheless, that you would stay. Both you and 
Bishop Selwyn are going. New Zealand will thus be 
left without a parent.” In England Earl Grey’s official 
commendation of Sir George was so strong that he 
felt compelled to insert a paragraph to the effect 
that Sir George Grey and he were not related, 
despite the name they bore. His next appointment 
was to the Cape, where he served two terms as 
Governor, though at the end of his first term serious 
differences arose between him and the Imperial 
Government, by reason of his having presented a 
scheme to the authorities at the Cape for the federa- 
tion of South Africa without consultation with the 
English Government. During his term of office at 
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the Cape the Indian Mutiny broke out. At the 
moment there was a man-of-war in Table Bay, and 
two or three ships available for transports. On his 
own responsibility Grey collected all the soldiers he 
could muster and shipped them off with all available 
stores to India. Nor was he content with this, for 
some days later there arrived transports conveying 
troops for Lord Elgin’s expedition in China. Grey 
took on himself to order their commander to proceed 
to India instead of to China, an action which, ac- 
cording to Lord Malmesbury, saved India, and 
followed this up by buying and forwarding to 
India all the available horses at the Cape, including 
his own carriage horses. These strong measures 
were not entirely to the taste of the Home Govern- 
ment, though Sir George Grey received the thanks 
of the Queen through Mr. Labouchere. 

We have not space to review Grey’s second term 
in the Cape and New Zealand. For some time he 
had been less and less in favour at the Colonial 
Office, where he was regarded as a dangerous man. 
This feeling became more marked in his second term 
of office in New Zealand, by which time constitu- 
tional government had been established there. The 
fact seems to have been that Grey was too strong 
and too masterful a character to be tolerant of 
restraint or criticism, especially ignorant criticism. 
All his life he had been occasionally placed in circum- 
stances of difficulty and of danger in which he was 
forced to act without consultation and on his own 
responsibility. On all such occasions the results had 
justified his action. He felt his own power, and 
could not brook interference, nor apparently could 
he realise the change in his own position which con- 
stitutional government had brought about. In 1867 
he was finally recalled from New Zealand. He came 
to England, and after an unsuccessful attempt to 
enter Parliament as member for Newark, he returned 
to New Zealand, where some years later he entered 
the House of Representatives, was for a short time 
Premier in 1877, and one of the New Zealand repre- 
sentatives at the National Australasian Convention 
held in Sydney in 1891. His career curiously re- 
sembles in some points that of his old friend, Mr. 
Gladstone. Both have inspired devoted affection and 
the fiercest hate. Both have been bold almost to rash- 
ness in some of the steps they have taken. Neither of 
them has ever feared to risk defeat by the straight- 


forward expression of opinions, unpopular for the- 


moment. Both happily enjoy vigorous old age, and 
both maintain unimpaired the keenest interest in 
political and social movements. Strong Imperialist as 
was Sir George Grey, it is at this time interesting to 
know that he was alsoa strong Home Ruler. Like Mr. 
Cecil Rhodes and many other Colonial statesmen he 
saw the Imperial necessity for Home Rule. In 1869 
he wrote in favour of giving to Ireland “a State 
Legislature sitting in Dublin, composed of two 
elective Houses—a House of Representatives and a 
Senate—and having the same legislative powers as a 
State Legislature in the United States of America. 
Let them leave in the British Parliament the Irish 
members as at present, but without power to speak 
or vote upon any such question as the State Legis- 
lature sitting in Dublin is competent to legislate 
upon. In this manner the Parliament of Great 
Britain and Ireland sitting in London would have 
the power to settle all Imperial questions, such as 
the strength of the army and navy, customs duties, 
postal service, etc. etc. The State Legislature sitting 
in Dublin would have the power of dealing with all 
local questions,” and it is interesting to note that 
the only two local questions Sir George Grey 
specifically mentions are the land question and 
education. 

Of the literary merits of this book perhaps the 
less said the better; but no awkwardness or exag- 
geration of style can spoil the record of a career of 
public service so long and so honourable as that of 
Sir George Grey. He was, in truth, one of those 
great Proconsuls to whom England in all ages has 
owed so much. No one can fail to learn from the 





records of the public life of this born ruler of men, 
nor can anyone who has had the good fortune of his 
acquaintance ever forget the personal charm and 
the exquisite courtesy of this dignified and kindly 
and learned old man who has played so splendid a 
part in the Colonial history of Great Britain. 


GREEK HISTORY FOR SCHOLARS AND 
OTHERS. 


A History or Greece. By Evelyn Abbott, M.A., LL.D. Part II 
500—445 n.c. London: Longmans, Green & Co. 


Mr. Appott's History of Greece modestly appeals 
to the higher forms of schools for its reading public, 
but it will confer a real benefit on many classes 
besides. Certainly it will mitigate for a time the 
ultimately incurable sufferings of the examinee at 
Oxford and Cambridge, as well as at less advanced 
places of learning ; and it bids fair to form the most 
convenient history of Greece for the person of general 
culture to read to whom fate has given a desire to 
know the history of Greece, but not what Sidney 
Smith calls the “antediluvian” privilege of leisure 
to read twelve volumes on a subject that is not 
strictly business. It is true that the charm of Ernst 
Curtius’ style, even in the English translation, has a 
life about it which will always attract many readers. 
Mr. Abbott's style has, as a rule, only negative vir- 
tues ; it is accurate, terse, and always in good taste, 
never exaggerated ; it is not specially calculated to 
attract. But the amount of knowledge, of careful 
and able criticism, of sober but clear-sighted his- 
torical imagination, which forms, as it were, the 
background to this very simple and unpretentious 
book, compels the admiration of the reader. It 
forms the background only: there are few notes, 
few discussions; conclusions are almost always given 
rather than processes. The simplicity and directness 
of the narrative are such as to raise in an unsuspect- 
ing reader the half-indignant thought that he is 
only reading a schoolbook, or perhaps only a 
chronicle compiled at haphazard from Thucydides 
and Herodotus. It wants probing beneath the 
surface to show how thorough is the knowledge 
and how judicious the criticism which produce this 
easy narrative. Mr. Abbott's turn of mind is, as 
might be expected from the collaborator of the 
Master of Balliol, conservative and sceptical. He 
indulges in no reconstructions, no brilliant combina- 
tions such as rejoiced the heart of the school of 
Curtius. He acts upon the principle that the material 
for history is practically just as much or as little as 
ancient authors choose to tell us. What they say is 
very likely incredible; sundry conjectures are no 
doubt more probable in themselves; but, however 
that may be, all we have to go upon is the word of 
the author, and if we reject that we must beware of 
attempting to put anything in its place. 

The first volume, which appeared some three 
years ago, covered more obscure ground, and dealt 
with less connected history than the present volume. 
It was full of instruction even to an advanced 
scholar, but it was stiff reading. This volume 
begins with the Ionian revolt and the ever fresh 
romance of the Persian invasion. It is very interest- 
ing. Mr. Abbott, who is seldom run away with by 
enthusiasm, is evidently stirred as he writes this 
wonderful story. The somewhat harsh spirit of 
criticism which marks his “ Pericles” is silent, and he 
gains that which history most needs from literature, 
the consciousness that he is not investigating, not 
probing any more; that he is telling a story which 
carries him with it as he tells. There are points in 
detail which one cannot but criticise. Is it really 
legitimate history to say that Xerxes, while watching 
the fight at Thermopylae, “leapt up thrice in an 
agony of apprehension”.? Is not this a little bit 
infra dignitatem, even in a history ostensibly written 
for young students ? 

In the same way, it strikes one as a concession 
to the weakness of the abstract schoolboy to give 
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the story of Xerxes’ miraculous repulse from Delphi 
without any suggestion of the less attractive but | great deal of good, solid work. Moreover, Mr. 





time, with all its faults and drawbacks, there is a 


more human version, that the treason of the Pythian | Norman is unquestionably right in the main prin- 
god had more to do with his safety from his | ciple for which he contends. 

country’s enemies than any divine apparitions from Nearly all the currency delusions that have done 
It is strange also to find | so much injury to so many countries spring out of 
Mr. Abbott giving credit to the second message of | the assumption that Governments can attach an 
Themistocles to Xerxes, after the battle of Salamis. | arbitrary value to the metal or metals which con- 
It is difficult to believe that the second messenger's | stitute the standard of value in the countries under 
head would have remained long upon his shoulders. | their jurisdiction. At the present time, for instance, 
However, it is a great snare in the criticism of | the United States Government is trying to keep up 
ancient history to reject what strikes us at the | the price of silver. Congress has enacted thata silver 
A society | dollar is worth about 59d. of our money ; but, in spite 
where the marriage of a second wife disqualified a | of the enactment of Congress and of the purchases of 
man for the legislature, where a great statesman | the Treasury in obedience to that enactment, silver 
showed pride by refusing to walk in any but a | in the markets of the world is barely worth 39d. 
main road, where generals were not elected till a | per ounce. Here at home, again, there is an active, 
campaign was half through, may have had very | though not very influential, party trying to con- 
different ideas from our own of what is possible | vert the public to the belief that bimetallism is 
Mr. Abbott | possible. Mr. Norman very clearly sees the source 
The chief | of all the errors. He insists fully and frequently 
fault about the book, and the only fault of any | upon the fact that Governments cannot attach arbi- 
real importance, is that it constantly wavers be- | trary values to the metals. The value of gold and 
tween two objects, not fully realising either; it is | silver, like that of everything else, is determined in 
a plain | the last resort by supply and demand and the cost 
narrative, without notes, without criticism; in part | of production. The main object, then, of Mr. Nor- 
it is something far more advanced: it is the history | man’s treatise is to impress upon his readers that a 
of an historian of the first class, writing as his | legal tender coin, to whatsoever country it may 
inconsistencies of | belong and in whatsoever metal it may be, is neither 
treatment, and occasionally severe disappointments | more nor less than a weight fixed by law of the par- 
when a reader expects to find a serious discussion | ticular metal of which it consists. For example, our 
be content with a little school- | own sovereign is a piece of gold weighing 113:0016 
boy story, which neither writer nor reader can be | Troy grains. The stamp upon the sovereign is but 
This, however, happens but | a certificate under the Act of Parliament declaring 
to write a | it to be full legal tender for all debts public and 
“History for the Upper Forms of Schools,” it is | private, adding nothing to its value; the stamps 
not fair to blame him because the book is, on the | simply serve as certificates to show that the coin is 
whole, a great deal better than the upper forms | of the full legal weight and fineness. The English 


the peaks of Parnassus. 


Se EE a 


present day as unnatural or absurd. 


SS ee 


or absurd, extraordinary or natural. 
carefully avoids this subjective criticism. 


in part a history for young students, 
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and must needs 


expected to believe. 
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of schools are at all accustomed to expect. 


sovereign, in fact, is accepted at its full value abroad 


We rejoice to see that the book has already | as well as at home. For many years it has 
exceeded its original limits, and that “it will be | circulated in independent countries like Portugal 
necessary to proceed on this extended scale for | and the Argentine Republic, showing that it is 
This probably means that | not the English Act of Parliament or the English 
This | minting which gives it its value, but the fact 
is decidedly a case where one can only say “the | that the English Mint does not charge what is 


the rest of the work.” 
the whole history must take up five volumes. 


more the better.” 


CURRENCY ENTHUSIAST. 


called a seigniorage, that the sovereign really con- 
tains the full amount of gold for which it passes 
current. 

Together with this correct account of the standard 


Meratttc | metallic money of the world, Mr. Norman gives much 


: Sampson 


information respecting the foreign exchanges, which 
is, no doubt, of great use to those interested in mat- 


Mr. NORMAN is an enthusiast in a cause that does | ters of the kind; in other words, he enables anyone 
the cause of the true | who chooses to master his book to turn easily and 
For it he has laboured un- | quickly the standard coin of any one country into 
wearily for several years, writing, corresponding, and | the standard coin of his own, or, indeed, of any 
speaking. His writings are multifarious, and now he | other country. That part of the treatise is too 
he recommends with all | technical and too dry to have much interest for the 
sincerity to rulers,statesmen, political economists,men | general public: but it is of use all the same to a 
of business,and professional men,asdealing with asub- | large class. The real value of the work for the 
ject of the very highest importance. Mr. Normanis not | general reader is the pains Mr. Norman takes to 
affected by any talse modesty: he is convinced that | illustrate the fact that the value or purchasing 
the subject of which he treats is of high importance; | power of the coin depends neither upon the coinage, 
he feels that he is himself competent to teach it to | nor upon the Acts of Legislatures, nor the edicts of 
all who will learn,and he therefore invites the world | sovereigns, but upon the real value of the metal 
He sounds his trumpet loudly, | of which it consists; and when once that fact is 
and he adds testimonials from foreign correspondents, | thoroughly mastered, it enables one to see how 
though we are afraid that the unappreciative reader | completely mistaken the bimetallists are. If the 
rather the outcome of | value of gold is determined by the supply and de- 
of the | mand of that metal, and if the value of silver is 
we fear, too, | equally determined by the supply and demand of 
that the method of treatment is not calculated to | that metal, then it is evident that by accident only 
The book is made up of a multi- | can the values of the two metals be kept at a fixed 
tude of contributions to various periodicals for a | ratio. Everything that alters, even slightly, either 
considerable time past, some of them of fairly good | the supply or the demand of the one or the other, 
standing, and some hardly read by the class to whom | must necessarily alter the ratio of the values. If, 
His style is certainly not in- | for instance, silver is produced in greater quantities 


not often excite enthusiasm 
principles of currency. 


has issued a work which 


to sit at his feet. 


will think some of these 
than of a very high 
which they 


attract students. 


Mr. Norman appeals. 


viting, and the numerous repetitions are wearying. | than before, while the consumption does not increase, 
Over and over again he travels the same ground, | its value must go down; and if, in the same way, 
adding very little that is new, while he overloads | the use of gold becomes more general, and the supply 
his pages with figures which in themselves are | does not correspondingly increase, its value must 
almost sufficient to repel readers. 





At the same | rise. It is of importance just now to insist upon 
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this, when an International Monetary Conference is 
about to assemble for the purpose of considering 
whether the Governments of the world can agree 
upon some means of fixing a ratio between silver 
and gold. After the breakdown of the American 
attempt to rehabilitate silver, it is hardly probable 
that the conference will be induced to embark upon 
so hopeless and so impossible a task. But a clear 
expression of opinion in this country will help greatly 
those delegates to the Conference who see that only 
mischief can come from vain efforts to do the im- 
possible, and who, therefore, contend that the wisest 
course is to bow to the inevitable. 





WHERE ART BEGINS. 
Wuere Art Beatxs. By Hume Nisbet. London: Chatto & Windus. 


Mr. HARRY QUILTER, in the course of his “art- 
teaching,” maintained that a nicely-coloured vitreous 
paper was an excellent substitute for stained-glass. 
In a book entitled “The Gentle Art of Making 
Enemies” allusion is made to his inability to dis- 
tinguish between a water-colour and an oil-painting, 
an etching and a pen-and-ink drawing; and these 
and other peculiarities of taste too numerous to be 
mentioned gained him notoriety. Since the death 
of the Universal Review Mr. Quilter has been little 
heard of. The advertisements, by the way, now 
promise us the history of that departed periodical, 
and some further developments or resurrections of 
Mr. Quilter’s “ art-teaching.” Meanwhile, something 
more than the mantle of his “ art-teaching” seems to 
have fallen upon the shoulders of Mr, Hume Nisbet. 
To be quite candid, Mr. Nisbet's art-teaching out- 
Quilters Mr. Quilter’s. 

This new teacher frankly avows himself as the 
prophet of the camera. Many are the flirtations 
and clandestine marriages that have happened with 
that ingenious instrument; but here the banns 
are published, the date is fixed, and the beauty of 
the future children announced. The camera, accord- 
ing to Mr. Nisbet, is the beginning of art. Gloomy 
spirits have before now considered it to be the end 
of art. But Mr. Nisbet is not one of these; he is 
full of hope. New lenses shall be made that will 
enable the artist to accomplish the selection which 
has hitherto been laboriously evolved in his own 
soul. Out of the camera a new art shall arise more 
beautiful than has been achieved in either oil paint 
or marble. We prick up our ears, and ask ourselves 
who is the new prophet, and from what sources he 
has derived his inspiration. Mr. Nisbet evidently 
felt that the originality of his gospel would provoke 
curiosity concerning himself; and this curiosity, let it 
be said, he has done his best to satisfy. His book 
literally teems with information about himself. We 
learn, besides being first and foremost preacher of 
the gospel of the camera, that Mr. Nisbet is 
likewise a novelist, an artist, a great traveller, 
and—last, but not least—a photographer. We learn 
all about his origin; his mother was a flower 
painter. Poor woman, a very degraded occupation 
when we think of what Mr. Nisbet senior’s occupation 
was—he was a photographer. The discovery is sur- 
prising ; it is even perplexing. We had hoped that 
a book on art might be free from the distracting 
problem of heredity. In this we were mistaken, for 
Mr. Nisbet, owing to his father’s excesses—photo- 
graphic, we hasten to add—is suffering from camera 
on the brain. There are moments when he escapes 
from the obsession of his pet idea, and these he 
devotes to sketching from Nature. His book is em- 
bellished with both drawings and photographs, and 
we have an opportunity of judging between the two 
arts. We may say at once, although we do not care 
much for photography, that we prefer to take our 
photography neat, unadulterated with stipple. But 
on this point, as on many others, we find ourselves 
in disagreement with Mr. Nisbet, who believes the 
retoucher to be the great artist of the future. From 
its very opening Mr. Nisbet’s book is quite wonder- 











ful; but as we advance into it, we are bound to 
admit that our wonderment increases. We have 
notified the fact that Mr. Nisbet is a great traveller, 
and travelling has been of the greatest assistance 
to him in his art-researches. But, reader, be re- 
assured; it is not among the sixteenth-century 
Italians that Mr. Nisbet has pursued his dis- 
coveries, nor yet in ancient Egypt, nor in China, 
nor in Persia, nor yet in prehistoric Mexico. Such 
originality would not satisfy Mr. Nisbet; it is 
among the Australian aboriginals that Mr. Nisbet 
has discovered the elixir of art. “It was the 
aboriginals of Australia who put me first on the 
right track,” he says—“a miserable low-caste race 
they appear to some,” but not to Mr. Nisbet, who 
holds them in high estimation, not only as artists 
but as masters of terse verbal expression. They do 
not say much, Mr. Nisbet admits ; but what they say 
is distinctly to the point: and he is amazed at the 
beauties he has discovered in their tattooed hides, 
From the first hundred pages of Mr. Nisbet’s book 
two ideas stand forth distinctly. The beginnings 
of art are to be found in the camera and in a 
tattooed back. 

But it is time to allow Mr. Nisbet to speak for 
himself; if not, the reader will begin to fancy that 
the reviewer has mistaken a pleasantry that would 
be seasonable a couple of months hence for a serious 
work on art. “I mean to take up photography only 
where it joins hands with my own work—painting 
—in the broad sense of the word, which, I may safely 
assert, is taking it nearly all round.” “There is no 
need for a man to use paints and canvases to write 
artist—to write artist in the fullest sense—after his 
name, if he is master of the craft of manipu- 
lating a negative. Here art begins, and has a deli- 
cate and great mission to fulfil.” “It has amused 
me to hear painters attempt to sneer at the photo- 
grapher who calls himself an artist—painters who 
are content with one or two subject-ideas, gazing 
down from the stucco pedestal of their own arro- 
gance upon the photographic artist, with his ten 
and often twenty ideas per day. . . . A true 
photographer seems to me to rank with and re- 
semble the troubadours of the Middle Ages, poets 
who poured out their impromptu verses to the call 
of the audience. The painter or photographer 
who cannot thank God for a lucky chance or an 
accidental fold is at best only a smart mechanic, and 
no artist.” Before concluding his remarks on photo- 
graphy, Mr. Nisbet says that he “ must devote a few 
moments to thegreat artof retouching.” If the photo- 
grapher in any part of the science deserves the name of 
artist, it is here, when with his pencil he begins to 
create. Mr. Nisbet knows “that it is still regarded 
as wrong for the artist to use the compasses or 
straight-edge with a drawing to save time; but I 
regard these as silly prejudices, to laugh at. I 
should not hesitate to use a straight-edge or a photo- 
graph if the so doing served the better than my eye. 
Nor would I hesitate to call a man a fool who 
objected to my doing so on the ground that it was 
not legitimate art.” 

These sentences, culled from the first twenty 
pages of “ Where Art Begins,” show the conciliatory 
spirit with which Mr. Nisbet meets all possible 
objections to his art-teaching ; and they are, we 
think, sufficiently numerous to enable the reader to 
form some idea of the admirable correctness of the 
vernacular in which Mr. Nisbet writes. There is a 
great deal of redundant matter in Mr. Nisbet's 
book, and perhaps the passage in which he explains 
that the Australian aboriginals furnish him with 
a good deal of his literary, as well as his artistic, 
education is the most unnecessary of all. But 
although Mr. Nisbet may have equalled his models in 
perfect naturalness of expression, it may be believed 
that the reticence with which he credits them would 
save them from the unparalleled silliness which their 
pupil achieves on almost every page of his book. For 
all subjects serve Mr. Nisbet equally well as a peg 
whereon he may hang some incredibly silly saying. 
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“Once I was staying with a gentleman who added 
poetry to his other accomplishments. He asked me 
if I never tried to write poetry, and I said ‘I had 
not; to which he replied, ‘Then try it, for I think 
you have the gift.’ I sat down that night and 
attempted to make rhyme, but as I did not know 
much about the rules, and had no subject, I 
cudgelled my brains for words and rhymes with- 
out considering what was my theme. . . . Asfar 
as I can now remember, I think that my first 
attempt was a love poem; but as I had never been 
in love, and had no woman to stand before as a 
model, it was all vague.” From this we must con- 
clude that at least on one point the Australian 
aboriginals neglected Mr. Nisbet's education ; but .as 
they inspired his ideas both literary and pictorial, 
we must not be too hard onthem. Turning over the 
pages, we learn that Mr. Nisbet's first picture was 
painted when he was six. Mr. Nisbet senior, the 
photographer, did not praise it; but a stranger 
declared that it was wonderful. A little further on 
we learn that “the study of the great statues is 
about as long as the study of anatomy, and not so 
satisfactory, but that both are best” (sic). On page 
243 Mr. Nisbet tells us that he has “ painted original 
pictures in landscape, seascape, and composition ;” 
likewise that he can copy any picture that ever was 
painted. But how? The gentlemen who decorate 
the pavements could say the same. Candidly, 
we have no good word to say for the book, 
and its publication seems to us something like an 
offence. Referring to the title-page, we find that 
Mr. Hume Nisbet is the author of “ Lessons in Art” 
and “Life and Nature Studies.” This title-page 
opens out vistas of conjecture. 


DRAMATIC AND OTHER VERSE. 


Fate rs Arcapra, AND otuer Poems. By Edwin J. Ellis. With 
twenty-four Illustrations by the Author. London: Ward & 
Downey. 

Tue Countess Karuieren, anp Vartovs Lecenps anp Lyrics. By 
W. B. Yeats. “Cameo” Series. London: T. Fisher Unwin. 

Fanp, AND oTHER Poems. By William Larminie. Dublin: Hodges, 
Figgis & Co. 

LAUNCELOT AND GueENEveRe: A Porm tx Dramas. By Richard 


Hovey. New York: United States Book ( ompany 
East anp West; on, ALexanper’s Deatu. Bvthe Author of “ The 


Fairy Ballad Book.” London: George Bell & Sons. 

AcHILLes In Scyros. By Robert Bridges. New Edition. London: 
George Bell & Sons 

Sones anp Lyrics. By Joseph Skipsey. Collected and Revised. 


London: Walter Scott 


OccastonaL Ruymes anp Reriectioxs. By G. H. Powell. London: 
Lawrence & Bullen 
Verses to Orpen. By A.G. London: Methuen & Co. 


“FATE IN ARCADIA” is a semi-allegoric masque 
of very melodious versification, and with a very 
curious “elusive fluidity” in the meaning. The 
colour of the chameleon is constant beside the shift- 
ing significance of this dramatic poem. It tantalises 
as much as it charms. When we think we have hit 
upon its general drift, we become suddenly aware 
that the current is flowing in the opposite direction. 
Dismayed, we set about picking up some of the 
flowers that float past, and find that a garland is 
easy to gather—a posy of songs and snatches. Ven- 
turing deeper as we regain courage, we can pluck 
out pearls like this :— 
* We Fairies die-— 
I shall myself die some day, even JI, 
Of being disbelieved in.” 


Still we find ourselves no nearer the general scope 
so we consult the illustrations. Very exquisite 
many of these designs are, and from them we get 
the first inkling of an intention. No poem ever 
stood more in need of a commentary, and after a 
careful study of the author's pictorial notes the 
whole thing becomes as clear as noonday. But we 
won't tell. The delightful meaning is there in the 
poem and the pictures, and cannot be translated 
into prose. “What is the meaning of that last 
thing of yours, Mendelssohn?” “It means this,” 





said Mendelssohn; and he played it without a word. 
In the shorter poems, which make up the bulk of 
Mr. Ellis’s volume, refined thought is set to sweet 
music, with a running commentary of design. Mr. 
Ellis’s language is sometimes more subtle than the 
idea requires; but suggestion is everywhere, with 
happy phrases and haunting cadences. 

Much of Mr. Yeats’s verse is very attractive. He 
sings of ancient ways—of Cuchullin, battling with 
the tide; of the wood-nurtured Druid who cast 
dreams and untold ruin round Fergus; of fairies, 
and of those who went forth to the battle and 
always fell. One legend, that of the “ Countess 
Kathleen "—already known to some readers in Miss 
Tynan’s ballad—he expands into a short drama, not 
altogether unsuccessfully. There is much cleverness 
in his management of the soul-market set up by the 
demons, and the blank verse is often very admirable ; 
for example— 

“Come hither, hither, hither, water folk; 
Come all you elemental populace ; 
Leave lonely the long-hoarding surges : leave 
The cymbals of the waves to clash alone, 
And shaking the sea-tangles from your hair 
Gather about us.” 





It is for such passages as these, and for the 
songs scattered throughout it, that we value the 
“Countess Kathleen.” Several of the lyrics in the 
miscellaneous part of Mr. Yeats’s volume have a 
quaint other-world note in them seldom heard nowa- 
days. 

There are many interesting pieces in Mr. Lar- 
minie’s book, but his work is much in need of con- 
densation. In a long drama, “ Moytura,” and in 
“Fand,” a narrative poem, he deals with Irish 
legends. Both his blank verse and his rhymes are 
often very successful; his diffuseness is fatal, how- 
ever; it is impossible to get him read. We have 
the same fault to find with Mr. Hovey’s “ Launcelot 
and Guenevere,” and with “ East and West.” Mr. 
Hovey rhymes with ease, and has command of lan- 
guage; but there is too much discussion of women’s 
rights, a subject which cannot have troubled Merlin 
much. Camalduna is not a success as a female 
Polonius. The author of “East and West” can 
write good speeches and sounding lines, but he does 
not interest us in any of his characters. Statira 
talks like a Girton Girl. These three writers last 
mentioned have literary power much above the 
common. Let them find out what they can do. 

We welcome a new edition of Mr. Bridges’ 
“ Achilles in Scyros,” and this collection of what is 
most characteristic in Mr. Skipsey’s work. Mr. 
Bridges’ Achilles is actually the son of a goddess ; 
and when Thetis declares “I Thetis am,” we are 
well persuaded of it. As Dante Gabriel Rossetti 
pointed out long ago, Mr. Skipsey’s real life pieces 
are as sustained and decided as “ anything in poetry 
coming really from a poet of the people.” 

Much amusement may be found in the comic 
verses of Mr. Powell and A.G. The latter is the 
inventor of that immortal phrase “ poluphoisboister- 
ous Homer.” 





FICTION, 

Mowa Mactean, Meptcan Srupent. By Graham Travers. Three 
vols. Edinburgh and London: William Blackwood & Sons. 
Tue Last Tovcues, aNp otner Srontes. By Mrs. W. K. Clifford. 

One vol. Edinburgh and London: Adam & Charles Black. 
Suc8 a title as “ Mona Maclean, Medical Student,” is 
to some extent deceptive. One might have expected 
from it the usual story of women’s rights or com- 
monplace revelations of dissecting-rooms. And, un- 
doubtedly, the story does deal with the advancement 
of woman and her training in medicine; but we do 
not find in it the marks of the novel with a good 
purpose or the novel with a shocking revelation. 
Everyone knows what those marks are—a super- 
ficial knowledge of a special subject and a fair 
average ignorance of humanity; the satire that 
comes so easily to any writer; the eloquence that 
is as easily procured and as certainly detestable. 
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We are grateful that these are not to be found 
in “Mona Maclean, Medical Student.” Indeed, it is 
a novel which suggests one justification of the 
existence of a reviewer; he occasionally comes 
across very good work by an author whose name 
is certainly not well known, and he may possibly 
be able to show in what way the work is good, 
and thus induce a few people to read it. This does 
sometimes happen; he is not always exasperated 
by the light novel of the wild oats of Algy, nor 
always crushed by the heavy novel of the hypnotist 
or the agnostic: occasionally he has the delight of 
finding out a good book by an author not previously 
known to him. 

The heroine, Mona Maclean, is the best kind of 
woman—the natural lady. Her environment affects 
her happiness but not her real self. She studies 
medicine; she lives luxuriously with luxurious 
people; she serves in a shop, and makes the shop 
much better than it was before she came. But 
through all these circumstances she is not really 
changed ; she is never in the least degree degraded 
by such things; she is superior to them. Novelists 
do not very often succeed in producing in a reader's 
mind such an impression of the woman that they 
take for a heroine. Too much, as a rule, depends 
upon the pot-palms and the Persian hangings. 
Take away the heroine’s forced strawberries, and, 
as a rule, you take away one of the things upon 
which her claims to consideration depend ; we love 
her for her furniture and respect her for her 
sables. When she is using a French quotation toa 
person of title in the rose-tinted lamplight, she is 
very nice and very charming; but we feel that she 
would not bear transplanting ; she is not sufficiently 
robust. She would not die, but our respect and 
love for her would vanish. The author of “ Mona 
Maclean” deliberately transplants her heroine, 
and the heroine gains by it. She likes to look 
well and to be well dressed; she likes luxury 
and loathes vulgarity; she shudders at first 
at the thought of the shop. In a word, she 
has taken the impression that she might naturally 
have taken from her circumstances and the people 
whom she had met; but yet she has that full con- 
sciousness of what is really important that makes 
the great and noble mind. The author seems also to 
have that consciousness ; the subject of the story is 
such that prejudice might have been expected, and 
there is no prejudice in it ; it is brilliantly honest and 
conscientious. To find small faults in it would be 
very easy; there is too much in it that is technical; 
one incident, perhaps, is not probable, and one or 
two characters may be considered conventional. But, 
judged as a whole, it is an interesting novel, and 
good and artistic work. 

The collection of stories which Mrs. W. K. Clifford 
has given us under the title of “The Last Touches,” 
provides sufficient evidence that their author has a 
gift. Her work is modern and pessimistic. The 
heroes love and ride away, or they do not really 
love; but in either case they ride away. On the 
other hand, the women are bitterly faithful. “ Faith- 
fulness,” said Mr. Oscar Wilde’s Lord Henry, “is to 
the emotional life what consistency is to the life of 
the intellect—simply a confession of failure.” Yet, 
lest this group of stories should be of too uniform 
a melancholy, we have one entitled “Thomas,” 
wherein quite a poor boy becomes a wealthy 
doctor, and marries well. This is a reversion from 
the modern note to that of Dr. Smiles, yet it is 
not ill done. Indeed, in every story there are touches 
of wonderful cleverness, signs of clear insight, of 
fresh and just observation. The story which gives 
its title to the book is a very pretty piece of irony. 
One of the strongest things in the collection is ‘‘ The 
Last Scene of the Play.” It is unusually strong and 
dramatic; it contains, moreover, a character which 
may claim to be a creation. Taken as a whole, this 
book is a very fair instance of the immense improve- 
ment which has taken place of late in the short story 
in the hands of authors as artistic as Mrs. Clifford. 





MACHINERY AND WAGES. 

Tae Errects or Macuitnery oN Waces, By J. Shield Nicholson, 
M.A., D.Sc., Professor of Political Economy in the University of 
Edinburgh. New and Revised Edition. London: Swan Sonnen- 
schein & Co, 

THIs essay gained the first Cobden prize awarded at Cambridge 

in 1877, and is now republished as one of the “Social Science” 

Series. The author pursues the inductive method, limiting his 

observations for the most part to the alterations effected in the 

condition of the English labourer since the beginning of the 
industrial revolution. “We use the expression ‘“ condition of the 
labourer” advisedly, for by ‘‘ wages” Mr. Nicholson would have 
us understand the net advantages accruing to the workman as an 
agent in production. Mr. Nicholson has examined the effects of 
machinery from many different points of view, and his book may 
be recommended as a brief, yet fairly exhaustive, review of the 
subject. He dwells at greater length on the evil than on the 
good results of machinery, not because he is blind to the latter, 
but because he thinks the tone of preceding economists too 
optimistic. In his anxiety to sift the evil from the good he is 
often led to make a closer examination of industrial movements 
than is usual with most writers: e.g., he points out the necessity 
of determining the relative mobility of labour and capital, instead 
of merely assuming, with most deductive economists, that both 
will immediately flock to the employment which happens at the 
moment to offer the greatest inducements. Labourers have not 
profited in the same degree as employers by increased facility of 
transport and a wider knowledge of markets, and to this extent 
the improvements due to machinery have been prejudicial to 
their interests. Most of the evil effects which Mr. Nicholson 
attributes to machinery may appareutly be summed up under 
the heading “ fluctuations and precariousness of wages.” The 
immediate cause is frequently over-production: not that 
production can ever really outrun demand, but it is often 
difficult and sometimes impossible to transfer capital, and 
markets have not been sufficiently organised to allow in all 
eases of a speedy exchange of goods. Fluctuations also arise 
through the increased dependence of one country on another, 
both for markets and the supply of raw materials, and the 
growth of international commerce, which has brought about this 
result, is in great measure due to mechanical inventions.. For 
this reason the improvement of international relations through 
the agency of the State is a pressing economic requirement. Mr. 

Nicholson thinks that, on the whole, far more skill is required 

now than formerly, and insists on the importance of technical 

education if England is to escape the danger of being undersold 
by her foreign competitors. 





THE ORIGINAL ODYSSEY. 
Tue Opyssry or Homer. By A. Platt, Cambridge: University Press. 


THE only proper place for the discussion of Mr. Platt’s “The 
Odyssey of Homer ” is a severely critical and philological journal 
of classical studies; its detailed examination is impossible here. 
It is enough to state its object and principles. The title indicates 
its object. Mr. Platt, with a true scholar’s discontent, refuses 
to accept the ordinary texts of Homer, with their utterly un- 
scientific procedure, as the text of Homer. He has issued from 
the Cambridge University Press an edition in which the text is 
restored to that form, in philological aspects, that we are led by 

hilology to believe it must have originally worn. The 
Semen the forms of words in resolution, and other such points, 
are carefully considered; and, for the first time, we have Bentley’s 
conjectures given us. Comparing Mr. Platt’s text with the 
Vulgate, it will be seen with what judicious skill he has done 
his work. An age which reads Chaucer in a genuine text 
should surely read Homer in a text which, however hypothetical 
in some matters, is indubitably more Homeric than the non- 
methodical texts to which we are accustomed. 





AN OLD PRIEST. 


Tue Oxp Dovay Prisst’s Diary. By George Edwards. Printed at 
St. William’s Press, Market Weighton. 

Tuts is a delicate sketch—the work of a Catholic priest—de- 
scribing the early adventures of a missionary priest in Elizabeth’s 
time, put in the form of his diary, written in great olé age, and 
interspersed with charming narrative. It is a remarkable piece 
of work—excellently artistic in its unforced simplicity. The 
old man’s innocent social pleasures in that French exile, his 
friends, the old French Canon, the little children, the peasant 
housekeeper, the clerical humours of it all, the touches of pro- 
found piety and pity, the quiet seriousness and life-likeness—all 
this is perfectly well rendered. There is a strangely real air in 
the little book: none of that effusive, if honest, sentimentalit 
which makes so many Catholic books so trying, even to English 
Catholics. The book is very unpretentious, yet Mr. Edwards 
shows a power of imagination, true to life and history, yet beautiful 
and artistic, which is somewhat rare. He may well do yet finer 
and stronger work, acceptable, not to Catholics only, but to all 
who have a sense of humour, a taste for beauty, and a relish for 
simplicity. The book appears to be privately published, if the 
phrase be not absurd. 
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FIRST IMPRESSIONS.* 


“Socrat Lire tn Enctanp” in the Seventeenth Century saw 
many upheavals, and underwent many changes, between the re- 
storation of the House of Stuart and the Revolution which 
brought William of Orange to the throne. Perhaps no period 
of the same duration is of ter interest in the whole annuals of 
England than that which Mr. Connor Sydney seeks to portray 
in the volume before us. Thirty years is a brief spell in the 
history of a nation, and yet what wonderfal influences were 
brought into play between the close of the Commonwealth and 
the landing at Torbay! Short as such an interval is, it is full 
of landmarks political, ecclesiastical, and social. It witnessed 
Argyle’s insurrection and Monmouth’s rebellion, Jadge Jeffreys 
held his “ Bloody Assize” in the West, and the massacre of 
Glencoe sent a thrill of hatred through Scotland. Tyrann 
reared an appropriate monument for herself in the Act of Uni- 
formity, an Liberty fashioned for herself a glorious stronghold 
in the Bill of Rights. The profligacy of the Court of the Re- 
storation was flagrant and unabashed, and the drama pandered 
with evil ingenuity to the vices of the age. Dryden was Poet- 
Laureate, and Wycherly and Etherege flourished ; but Milton 
meanwhile in poverty and blindness wrote “Paradise Lost,” and 
Bunyan in Bedford Gaol beheld in a vision “The Pilgrim’s 
Progress.” The light and shadows of the age are recalled in the 
pages of Mr. Connor Sydney’s lively record ; and, as the book is 

oa contemporary evidence in the shape of essays and 
letters, farces and comedies, fiction and satire, it possesses some 
claim to attention. Perhaps the most noteworthy passages in 
the work are those which help us to understand the changes 
which have come over rural life in England since Izaak Walton 
fished in the Lea, and his friend George Herbert was a country 
parson at Bemerton. Cheap sneers at the Puritan party and 
their position at the Restoration do not enhance the value of a 
book which is in other respects somewhat crude and inadequate 
in its comments on men and manners. The style of the narrative 
is picturesque, but the work is not fashioned on scholarly lines, 
and lacks proportion. 


There is little need at this time of day to do more than 
call attention to the new and revised edition of the late Professor 
Moseley’s charmingly written and thoroughly scientific book, 
“ Notes bya Naturalist made during the voyage of H.M.S. Chal- 
lenger.” Everyone is aware that the volume is one of the most 
interesting of its kind, full of exact knowledge, quiet observation, 
and graphic descriptions of a nataralist’s experiences by land and 
sea. At eight-and-twenty, young Moseley, after a brilliant 
career at Oxford, was appointed naturalist on the scientific staff 
of the Challenger, in her famous voyage round the world, and 
no post could possibly have been more congenial to a student 
with his special bent. He greatly distinguished himself in the 
course of those now historic investigations, and his ability found 
recognition in his appointment, in 1881, to the Linacre Professor- 
ship of Human and Comparative Anatomy at Oxford in suc- 
cession to his friend and teacher, Professor Rolleston. He 
rapidly won for himself a position of honour in Oxford, and he 
held it with widening influence until 1887, when his health gave 
way in consequence of overwork. Professor Moseley, who was 
one of the truest and kindest of men, died just a year ago— 
November 10th, 1891, and this book contains, by way of intro- 
duction, a brief record of his honourable and all too brief career. 

“Greater England” becomes a more intelligible phrase as we 
take up, with some curiosity, and just a touch of pride, a handsome, 
closely printed work of reference bearing the significant title— 
“The Dictionary of Australasian Biography.” When General 
Howard, during the Civil War in America, following in the 
track of Sherman, reached Atalanta, he asked a little negro boy 
what message he had for the people of the North. Swift rose 
the answer to the child’s lips: “ Tell ‘em we're rissing!” This 
book of five handred pages—packed with information concerning 
men of light and leading past and present under the Southern 
Cross—seems to bring to England a similar message. It tells 
us that our Colonies are “ rising” in wealth, capacity, and in- 








* Socran Lire ry Exoranp From THE Restoration To THE ReEvVOLU- 
TIon—1660-1690. By William Connor Sydney, Author of ‘‘ England 
and the English in the Eighteenth Century.” London: Ward & 
Downey. Crown 8vo. (10s. 6d.) 


Noirs py a Natvrauist: An Account of Observations made during the 
Voyage of H.M.S. Challenger Round the World in the Years 1872- 
1876. By H. N. Moseley, M.A., F.R.S. New and Revised Edition. 
With Map, Portrait, and Woodcuts, and a brief Memoir of the 
Author. London: John Murray, Albemarle Street. Crown 8vo. 


Tue Dictionary or AvstratastaN Broorapny. 
F.R.G.S. London: Hutchinson & Co. 


Down IN THE Fiats. By Cleveden Kenn. 
12mo. 


By Philip Mennell, 
Crown Svo. 


London: T. Fisher Unwin. 


SHaKeEsPEARE’s Tewresr, With Critical Introduction, Glossary, Notes, 
&c. By David Bain, M.A., LL.D. London : 


Examination ~~ 
Sampson Low, m & Co., Limited. Crown 8vo. (ls. 6d.) 


From ApranamM TO Davin, Tae Story or THE CoUNTRY AND THEIR 
oe Henry A. Harper. Illustrated. London: Percival & 
0. 0. 


‘Tae Canary Istanps vii Maperra. By J. H. T, Ellerbeck. London: 
George Philip & Son. 12mo. 





telligence ; and no one can turn over its pages without finding 
abundant tokens of public spirit, social p and ever- 
advancing civilisation. Mr. Mennell has quite evidently thrown 
his heart into the task, and has clearly spared no pains to make 
the record as complete as possible. The book is, to a certain 
extent, a summary of public affairs since “ responsible govern- 
ment” was established, nearly forty years ago, down to the 
present time. Of course, a book of this sort appeals primarily to 
colonists, but it is also intended for English ers much nearer 
home; and Mr, Mennell is to be congratulated on the skill 
which prevents him from falling between two stools. Wherever 
that has been possible, Mr. Mennell appears to have gleaned his 
information from official sou and he has likewise ransacked 
the fugitive literature of the Colonies, as well as placed under 
poe | the recollections of a number of public men at home and 
abre 


“ Down in the Flats” is not an easy book to describe, unless, 
indeed, we fall back on the trite commonplace, a novel with a 
urpose. Three cle en—we will not say of no reputation, 
ut at all events, of little more than local renown—divide the 
honour of the dedication. Their names stand side by side on 
the opening of the volume, and avowedly because they are 
what Mr. Cleveden Kenn oddly calls “ Champions of Sanitary 
Christianity,” which, perhaps, means sensible men who cleave to 
the wholesome conviction that cleanliness is next to godliness. 
The purpose of the book is admirable ; it seeks to describe once 
more how the poor live, and the pete problems which 
confront them on their way through the world. It is written in 
the interests of fresh air, pure water, and decent dwellings, and 
there is shrewd observation as well as genial sympathy in its 
es. Nevertheless, “Down in the Flats,” as a piece of 
ction, is a failure. The story-teller’s art is conspicuous by its 
absence, and the flavour of the pill breaks quickly through the 
mean and inadequate coat of sugar. 


Dr. Bain, of Waterloo College, Liverpool, has just brought 
out a school edition of the Tempest with an introduction, 
critical notes, and an ample glossary. The little book appears 
opportunely, for thousands of boys and girls all over the land 
will be studying this particular play between now and next 
midsummer, since it is one of the subjects appointed for the 
Oxford Local and College of Preceptors’ Examinations in June, 
1893. The date, locality, characteristics, and chief personages 
of the play are in turn discussed, and special pains have evident 
been taken to throw light on obscure allusions to astrology an 
other forms of true or false learning in the Elizabethan age. 
The grammatical peculiarities of the Tempest are examined, and 
in other respects the little volume bears the marks of care and 
knowledge. 


An artist who has travelled widely in the East, and who has 
made the scenery of Palestine for years his special study, has 
written a modest volume which seeks to set—for the edification 
of the young—a number of Old Testament heroes, “ From 
Abraham to David,” against the background of their times. 
Mr. Harper is tolerably widely known as the author of a much 
more ambitious book, “ The Bible and Modern Discoveries,” and 
those who are acquainted with that work will know what to 
expect in the present instance. The towns and villages of the 
Holy Land, its highways and byways, are familiar to Mr. 
Harper, and he has in consequence accumulated a great deal of 
ise browtetien about places, customs, »1 social habits, which 
enables him to throw colour and significauc. into his simple and 
unpretentious commentary on the sacred text. 


Mr. Ellerbeck evidently believes that brevity is the soul of 
wit, for he has gathered into sixty pages an amazing number of 
clearly stated and well-arranged facts and statistics concerning 
“The Ca Islands.” The little book is altogether admirable, 
for it gives, in the fewest possible words, exactly the kind of in- 
formation which is of most value to prospective visitors. The 
slim volume contains pretty little pictures of noteworthy places 
and buildings, and also quite a number of small maps. From 
the first page to the last, the book is sensible and practical, crisp 
in its comments, and sound in its advice. 





NOTICE. 
—o— 
Eprror1at CoMMUNICATIONS 

should be addressed to ‘Tae Eprror,’’ and ADVERTISEMENTS to ‘‘ THE 
Mawacer,”’ at 115, Fleet Street, E.C. 

The Editor cannot return manuscripts which are sent to him 

ted. ADVERTISEMENTS 

should be received NoT LATER than THurspay Mornina, 


Sgetntiven tr expos of Tue Speaker, and Subscri should te 
sent to Cassetzt & Company, Limited, La Belle Sauvage, E.C. 

Tue Speaker may be obtained in Paris every Saturday morning at 
No, 12, Rue Bleue. 
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